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pe ſecondo Re di erſia traſportato da ſoverchia 
tenerezza per Aſedarſe ſuo minor — jovane di 


mu © 


| fallaci coſtuthi,volle'afſociarla allo a, de fraudan- 
| done ingiuſtamente Siroe ſuo Primogenito Prencipe valoroſo 
e intollerante, il quale fu,vendicato di queſto torto dal Po- 
| POE alle Squadre, che Menn mente l amayano, e fi ſol- 
| , Sd et 
Cave nel dilatar con Varmi i confini del Dominio Perſia- 
no, fi era tanto inoltrato con le-ſue conquiſte verſo I Oriente, 
che avea tolto ad Abite Re di Cambaja il Regno e la vita. 
Nd dalla Licenza de' Vincitori avea potuto ſalvarſi alcuno 


| re fuoti che la Principeſſa Enira figlia 
| 


del fi Asbite, la quale dopo aver lungamente pere- 
grinato, perſuaſa alla fine non meno dell' amore, che avea 
gia concepito antecedentemente per Sirce, che dal deſiderio di 
vendicar la Morte del proprio Padre, fi riduſſe nella Corte di 
Ceſve in abito virile col Nome d' Idaſpe, dove diſſim ulap- 
do ſempre Þ odio ſuo, incognita a ciaſcuno fuori che a Sirde, 
& infrodotta da lui medeſimo, Teppe tantg avanzarſi nella 
gra? ia di Caſroe, che divenne il di lui pid amato Confidente. 
| Sopra queſti fondamente tratti in parte dagli Scrittori della 
1 2 Storia Bizantina, e in parte veriſunilmentg [deati, firayyol- 
| 


(- 


gono gli avvenimenti del Drama. u 
La Scena > nella Città di Seleucia. 
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\ Oſroes the Second, King of Perſia, having an exceſ- 
five Tenderntſs for his younger Son Medarſes, A 
Youth of cotirrty aud decetving Manners, had a great 
Mind to make him the Partner of his Crown, by defrauding, 
<vith apparent Injtiſtice, his eldeſt Son Siroes, a Prizce va- 
hiant in Nature, but impatient of Wrong ; who was revenged - 
for it, by the Turn that the anger d People and the Troops 
too in His Favour, who loved him infinitely, and rcſe unaui- 
monſly in his Pebulf. 3 . 
ſroes, in labouring with his Arms to extend the Confines 
of his Perſian Dominions, was jo far advanced in his Con- 
queſts towaras the Eaft, that be at once deprived Asbites, the 
King of Cambaja,”:both of his Kingdom, and ef his Life. 
Of all the Royal Fumily none could eſcape the Conquerors. Fu- 
ry, excepting the Princeſs Emira, Daughter of the aforeſaid 
Asbites ; ch, after having travellsd a great Way, and be- 
ing net leſs induced by Love which ſhe had long ſince conceived 
tr Siroes, than by the Deſire ſpe had to revenge the Death of 
ber oxen Father, went into the Court of Coſtoes, in Man's 
Habit, under the Name of Hydaſpes : Aud there aFvays aiſ- 
ſembling her Hatred, and unkzown to every Body but Siroes, 
was by him himſelf introduced; and knew ſo well how to in- 
ſinuate herſelf into the Favour of Coſroes, That ſhe (or he 
rather under that borrow'd Name) became his moſt darling 
and boſem Confident. On theſe Foundations arawn partly 
from the Writers of Turkiſh Hiſtory, and partiy too from 
Paſſages probably imagiu's, The Events of this Drama take 


tleir proper Turn. | 
T be Scene 15 in the City of Seleucia, 
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* ſia, in Love with) Lao- 
1 dicea. | 


Signor Boſchi. 


Love with Emira. 
Signor Seneſino. 
MzpAxs Es, Second Sor 

of Coſroes. 


 Dramans Perſona. 


4 Cosxors, King of Per- L AODICEA, in Love with 


| 


| 


StrOES, bis eldeft Son in- 


*. ” a. We | 3 oy * * % * 


Siroes, and Siſter of A- 
raxes. 
Signora Cuzzoni. 


EMT R A, Princeſs of Cam- 
baia, in Man's. Habit, 
under the Name of Hy- 
daſpes, in Love with Si- 
_ Trocs. 

Signora Fauſtina. 


AzAxES, General of 
| the Perſian Armies, aud 
Friend of Siroes. 
| Signor Palmerini. 


5 


Set to Muſick by Mr. Handel. 
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Interlocutori. 


Cosroe, Re di Perſia, LA ODI, Amante di 
Amante di Laodice. Siroe, e ſorella di A- 


8 raſſe. 
II Signor Baſchi. La Signora Cux oni. 


E MIRA, Principeſſa di 
Cambaja, in abjzto da 
Uomo ſotto nome d' I- 
daſpe Amante d1 Siroe, 


Il Signor Sexefino. La Signora Fauſtina. 


SIROF, Primogenito del 
medeſimo, Amante di 
Emira. 


| ; 
ARAS SR, Generale del- 
MrparsSE, ſecondo Ge- le Armi Perſiane, ed 


nico di Coſtoe. Amico di Siroc. 
Il Signor Baldi. Il Signor Palmerini. 


La Muſica è del Signor Handel. 
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ETTO 1 SCENA I. 


Gran Tempio dedicato al Sole con Ara, e ſimu- 
| lacro del medeſune. 


CosRor, Sikas, e MEDARSE. 


16 LI, di voi non meno 

B) Che del Regno ſon Padre : 2 Io 

deggio a voi | 

La tenerezza mia, ma deggio al 
 Regno 


Un 1 in cui 


Riconoſca la Perfia un degno Erede: 

La mia ſcelta fra voi gli Animi accenda : 
Ecco E Ara, ecco il Nume, 

Giuri ciaſcun di tolleratla in pace. 


Sr. ( Che giuri il labro mio 
Ah no- 


- Med, 


King of Perſia. 


ACT L SCENE 
A ſpacious Temple dedicared to the 


Sun, with an Altar adorned with the 
Image of that Deity. 


Cos koxs, SiRots, and MEDARSES 


PF jou, my Sous, not leſs am I the 
A2 Fat her, ; 75 | 
Than of theſe wide Domains; this 
mighty Kingdom 
| To jou I owe my Tenderneſs and Lowe, 
But owe my Kingdom too a Succeſſor, I 
Whoſe Heirſhip, Perfia, for his Worth, ſhall pride in: 
My Choice, perhaps, may raiſe ſome Warmth between you : © 
Behold the Altar, and behold the God ; 
Swear each, with Peace of Soul, to bear the Choice. 
Sir. (that ſha!l my Lips &er Seal an Oath like this ! 


17 [LL 


0 'ROES, King of Ferſia. 


Med. Moſt promptly 1 obey, (that is, I'm King) 
[F* Swears. ] To thee, O fruitful Deity, to whom 
Nature ber Riches and Adornments owes, 
|" Medarſes offers up himſelf, and ſwears 
To pay firſt Homage to the new made King. 
I Colr. My much lov'd Sn: Now, Siroes, do you 
f Addreſs the Godbead ; 
fl And learn Obedience of thy younger Brother. 

Med. He penfive flands and mute. 

Sir. And would you, that I ſwear ? © 
Theſe unjuft-Doubts, and theſe ambiguons Terms 
Do but too much offend me ; 

Thou know'ft how Siroes, and with what Spoils 

| Increas'd thy Triumphs, and made Conqueſt glorious. 
| OCof. And know this further; Know thou lov dſt Emira, 
The Daughter of my deadly Foe Asbites, 
| Zov'dſt her in my Deſpight ——1 well remember, 
| Ev'n on that Day I took his Life and Kingdom, 

I ſaw thee fighing for her. 

Sir. Then ſatisfy, 1 pray you now Sir, ſatisfy 

| That blind Affection, which thus makes you wrong me; 
so knows ? The Deities are ever watchful 

| To ſuccour the Oppreſs d. For him, he is in Tears 
Looking to Medarſes. 
My Second ; And in Merits ſecond too - o 
| And that the World all knows. 5 

Coſr. Dar. thou, raſh Boy, break thus in open Threats ? 
4 1 will —— OO | 
Med. My Father, be not mov d. 

| Coſr. No: for his Puniſhment, It is our Pleaſure, 
Dar, from this Day, he worſhips thee his King. 

F baue his Pride brought low, and I will ſee 

| What World this is, that can by Arms Inthrone him. 


Med. en abbidiſco. (1 Re ſon Io. ) 
Giura.] © A te Nume fecondo, © 4 
* Cui tutti deve i pregi ſuoi Natura | 
« & offre Medarſe, e giura | 
* Porgere al nuovo Rege il primo Omaggio: ( 


Coſr. Amato Figlio. Al Nume _ . 
Siroe t accoſta, e dal minor Germano 
Ubbidienza impara. | 1 
Med. (Ei penſa e tace.) OY 
Sir. E vuoi ch' Io giuri ? | 
Queſta ingiuſta dubbiezza 
A baſtanza m' offende. ; 
Tu ſai di quante ſpoglie | 
Siroe fin ora i tuoi trionfi accrebbe. | 
Coſr. So ancor di piu. Fin del nemico Asbite {| 


So che Emira la figlia 
Amaſti a mio diſpetto, e mi rammento, 
Che ſoſpirar ti vidi ; 
Nel Di ch' Io tolſi a lui la vita, e il Regno. | | 
Sir. Appaga pur, appaga i 
Quel cieco amor che a me ti rende ingiuſto: 
Chi ſa? vegliano i Numi 
In ajuto a gli oppreſſi. Egli è ſecondo 
[ 4ccennando Medarſe. 


D' anni, e di Merti; e ci conoſce il Mondo. 
Coſr. Inſino alle Minaccie 


Temerario t' inoltri? Io voglio ——— 
Med. Ah! Padre 
Non ti ſdegnare. 
Coſr. No; Io per ſua pena 
Voglio, che in queſto Di ſuo Re t' adori: 
Voglio oppreſlo il ſuo faſto, e veder voglio 
Qual Mondo s“ armi a  follevarlo al 1 ſoglio: 
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Se il mio Paterno amore 
Sdegna il tuo Core; 
Altero: 

Par Giudice ſevero 
Che Padre a te ſarò. 


E l' empia Fellonia 

Che forſi volgi in mente, 
Prima che adulta ſi 2 
Naſcente 

Opprimero. 


Se il, c. (Parte, 
| S CENA II. 


Six OE, e MrDO AAS E. 


Sir. E puoi ſenza arroſſirti 
{ Fiflar Medarſe in ſul mio volto i lumi ? 
Med. Ola? cost favella 
Siroe al ſuo Re: Ben ſai 
Sir. Troppo preſto t' avanzi 
A parlar da Monarca. In ſu la fronte 
La Corona paterna ancor non hai. 


| S C E N A III. 
Eu a, in abito da Uomo col Nome d. 1daſpe, e dert. 


Ei. Perchè di tanto ſdegno 

Principi vi accendete? 

Med. Quant' odio in ſeno accolga 

Vedilo al volto acceſo, al guardo bieco. 

Ei. Parti; non! itritar, laſciami ſeco. [a Medat 
ll Med. Deh tu lo placa Idaſpe ; 

4 | Digli che adoro in lui il mio Sovrano. 

Eni. Vanne. 

_ Med. (ll Trionfo mio non & lontano.) 


SIRO Es, King of Per ſia. 
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If thy proud heart diſdains to prove 4 
The tryal of paternal Love ; 4 
Then riſing fierce, with juſteſt Ire, 
I'll act the Judge, and not the Sire. 


And, for teh Treaſons black, t} at roll : 
Een now, perhaps, in thy vex'd Sul; 
Before they grow and ripen forth, | 

Il cruſh them in their very Birth. 
If thy, Oc. {Exit. | 


SCENE II. 


Sikoss, and MEDarses. 


Sir. And canſt thou thus, ſtanding before me, 

Fix on my face thy Eyes without a Bluſh? | 
Med. Hola? Is this the Language us d by Si oes? 
And us'd too, to his King. Thou well know, — | 

Sir. Tou go too far above your ſelf, believe me, 
To talk of King ſhip thut. Dur Father Crown ve 
Has not as yet been fix” d upon that Forehead. eg 


SCENE III. 


E MI R A, in Man's Habit, under the Name of. 
HrvopasPess, and the aforeſaid. 1 


Emi. Why all this Rage and Fury; Princes, why | 
Do you provoke each other's Paſſions thu ? 
Med. What Storms of Hatred gather in his Boſom, 
See by thoſe flaming red diſtorted Looks. 
1 Emi. Withdraw, provoke him not, but leave me with 
im 
Med. Ay, pray now Hydaſpes, prithee ſeoth fm | 
Tell bim, that I adore, in him, my Sovereign. Ta 
Emi. Pray you, withdraw. | | 4 
Med._ am near my Triumph. 


14 SIROES, King of ** 


SCE N E IW. 
S1kOts and 11 J ; 


Sir. Faireft Emira, by me moſt adored. 
Emi. Hold, dom 't diſcover me, call me Hydaſpes. 
Sir. There's no one hears : 


"And here thou ri only known to me alone. _ 
Emi. bar art thou doing, Siroes ? Thow'rt dreaming, 
Stupidly eaſy fink'ſt thy 9 in Letharg ies, 
And whilſt a Kingdom's dropping from thy Graſp 
Sand ſt like ſome naked Boy, nor ſeeł ſt for Arms: 
Sir. hat can Ido? 
Emi. What can ? 1 
Why all and every — thou wilt, thou can 1 
Now in thy Favour, all the faithful Populace 
Burn for revengeful Aftion——— But one Blow —— 
Six. What would my Life bave of me ? 
{| -- Emi. Fd have a Blow ftruck ſoon, that is moſt eedful 
For both our Int reſts. Know ft thou, who Tam? 
| Sir. O beſure 1 know it : Thou vt my Sout's Idol, 
{The Indian Princeſs, thou art my Emira ? 
| Emi. Tec I am ſhe, from whom that ſelf-ſame Coſroes 
Robb d a dear Father, when he ſlew Asbites : - 
n that unhappy ſhe, "that, in hard Climes, 
1 Said Fa Kingdom, wander far from Thrones 
Tbar were my Father's once, in this Diſguiſe, 
Vs ſeek defir d Revenge. 
i Sir. O Heavens ? *rwas by my means you came to Court 
Aud there ſucceeded ſo, till you poſſeſs'd 
be Favour and the Boſom-love of Coſroes. 
Emi. The Tyrant loves Hydaſpes, not Emira. 
Pink this, nay know, if thou defir ft me thine, 
u have him dead. 
Sir. Ard can I come into Emira's Arms 
FlDefiPd with Blood, and, O moſt horrible ! 
Daſemm d and reeking freſh with Parricide ? 


SC ENA IV. 
| S II OE, e EMIR A, 
Sir. Bella Emira adorata. 5 


Em. Taci, non mi ſcoprir; chiamami Idaſpe; 


Sir. Neſſun ci aſcolta, e ſolo 
A me nota qui ſei. 
Em. Siroe che fa? ripoſa - 
Stupido e lento in un Letargo indegno, 
E allor che perde un Regno | 
Quaſi inerme Fanciullo armi non trova? 
Sir. Che poſlo far ? 
Em. Che puoi? 
Tutto potreſti. A tuo favor di ſdegno 
Arde il Popol fedele : un colpo ſolo — 
Sir, Che mi chiedi mia vita ? 
Em. Un colpo Io chiedo 
Neceſſario per noi. Sai qual Io ſia? 
Sir. Lo ſo: L' Idolo mio 
L' Indica Principeſſa, Emira ſei. * 


Em. Ma quella Io ſono, a cui da Coſroe iſteſſo 


Asbite il Genitor fu gia ſvenato, 

Ma ſon quella infelice, 

Che ſotto ingrato Ciel priva del Regno 
Erro Lontan dalle paterne ſoglie 

Per deſio di vendetta in queſte ſpoglie. 

Sir. Oh dio! per opra mia 
Nella Reggia t' avanzi, e giungi a tanto 
Che di Coſroe il favor tutto poſſiedi. 

Emi. Ama Idaſpe il Tiranno, e non Emira: 
Penſa, ſe tua mi brami | | 
Ch' Io voglio la ſua Morte. 

Sir. Ed Io potrei 

Da Emira eſſer accolto 
Immondo di quel ſangue, 

E collꝰ orror d'un parricidio involto ? 
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SI ROE, Re di Perſia. 


Eni. Senti ; ſe il tuo mi nieghi, 
E gia pronto altro braccio. In queſto giorno 
Compir l' opra fi deve: e ſono Io ſteſta 
Premio della vendetta. 
Sir. E ſi gran pena 
Merta L' ardir d' averti amata? 
Emi. Aſſai 
M' è paleſe il tuo cor; no che non m' ami. 
Sir. Non t“ amo 
Emi. Ecco Laodice, ella che gode 
L' amor tuo, lo dira. 
Sir. Soffro coſtei 
Sol per Coſroe, che lama; in lei luſingo 
Un * Nemico. 


S C ENA V. 
LAo bie, e detti. 


Emi. Al fin giungeſti 

A conſolar Laodice un fido amante. 

Lao L' afferma Idaſpe ; 

Il credero. - 

Emi. Ti dira Siroe il reſto. 

Sir. (Che nuovo ſtil di tormentarmi I queſto 2) 
| Lao. E potrei luſingarmi 

Che s abbaſſi ad amarmi 


{ Prence illuſtre il tuo Cor? [ a Sroe. 
Eni. Per te ſicuro 
E l' amor ſuo. 
Fr. Per lei? Piano a Emira. 
Emi. Taci ſpergiuro. [ Piano a Siroe. 


Lao. E rende amor ſi poco 
Il ſuo labro loquace ? 
Emi. Sai, che un fido amator avvampa e tace. 
Lao. Idaſpe; e pur mi reſta 
Vn gran timor, ch' ei non m' inganni. 
Emi. Affatto 
| Condonar non ardiſco il tuo ſoſpetto, 


e. 


e. 


8 7 


Eni. Nan ow it, weigh t—If thou pos # me thine : 
I've other Arms juſt ready to receive me. 3 
This very Day the Wark muſt be accompliſh'd ; 


Y 4 - 
| 
- 


o CC 2. 


And I'm my ſelf the Price of the Revenge. 


Sir. And does my Love 
Merit ſuch Pain and ſuch a World of Moe? 
Emi. Enough, aps 
Your Heart lies open now 
Sir. Not love thee ? 
Emi. No; ſee Laodicea, ſbe that has 
Poſſeſſion of thy Love ; her ſelf ſhall ſpeak it. 
Sir. If I endure her, I therefore only do it 
For Coſroes, who loves her : By her means 
I only ſooth a powerful Enemy. 


$.CE'MB:V. 1 
LAO DICE a, and the aforeſaid. 


Emi. At length, Laodicea, thou art come 
To yield ſome Comfort to a faithful Lover. 
Lao. Hydaſpes ſays it, and I will believe it. 
Emi. The reſi ſhall Siroes himſelf inform thee. 
Sir. (Now what new Dagger's this to ſtab my Quiet 7 | 
Lao And can you flatter me ſo far, to make me 


You do not love 1. 


Think, that you condeſcend to love me ? [ To Siroes. 
Emi. His Love for thee is certain. 
Sir. For her? [ Softly, 


Emi. Be dumb, thou perjur d Man: | In a lou Voice. 
Lao. Can it be Love that makes his Tongue to ſeem 
As if it bot its Faculty of Utterance ? | 
* Love, thou know'ſt, burns inward, and is 
lent 
Lao. And jet, Hydaſpes, heavy Fears hang on me, 
That whiſper he'll deceive me. 
Emi. I muſt, on Earneſtneſs of Truth, aver, 
I cannot wholly pardon thy Suſpicions. 


3 
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TI VIROUE'S, King of Per 4. 


The, cept, when we place our Confidence © \ 
In.other Breaſts, our own muſt feel ſome Favs ; 


—— 


| J know, and can by frequent Practice prove, © 


That firm Fidelity's ſearce found in Love. 
There's ſmall Security for Truth | 


| Found in the Breaſts of am'rous Youth. 


Men weep, and vow, and beg, and ſwear, 


I | Yet change for the next coming Fair. 


Eaſy . for Men to ſay, they die; 

Bur tis as eaſy too to he. 

Yet, what's the worſt, No blodbing Same; 
Marks the Man's Cheek, that wrongs Love's 


In Love no mighty Fault could be. 


- There's, &c. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


Ea and S1 014 


120. Sill filent, Siroes? 1 pray now, what d'ye fear? 
Hydaſpes is withdraws : Explain your Paſſion. 

Sir. Forget a Love, that will alike prove dangerous 
Both to your * fa and me: If Cofroes, who adores Jou, p 
Should come here and diſcover us —— 
Lao. Stand in no fear of him; 
He ſhall know nothing — -= 

Sir. But then Hydaſpes 


Lao. Hydaſpes is bur true and db Friend, 


F And much approves our Love. 


, | 


Sir. The Heart and Lips dont always * 
Lao. No, no. 

Sir. Therefore hear me- 

1 for another fair One feel Love's Flames, 

' Whoſe mightier Charms fix firm my willing Paith : 
For thee, I will not, I will never love thee, 

I do not love thee, I did never love thee; 


— — — Io—_ 
— ayp— — ² m! wàA 7˙ ' 


As if to uſe the Height of Treachery [Flame. 


> > > 


ar 2 


SI NOE, erſia. 


Mai nel fidarſi altrui 
Non ſi teme abbaſtanza, il ſo per prova, 
Rara i in amor la fidelta fi trova, 
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D' ogni Amator la fede 

E ſempre mal ſicura, 

Piange, promette, e giura 

Chiede, pot cangia amote, 

Facile a dir che muore 

Facile ad ingannar. 

E pur non ha roflore 

Che un dolce affetto oblia 
Come il tradir non fia 

Gran colpa nell' amar. 


8 D oni, GC. | Parte. 


SCENA VI. 
Lieber sb 


| Lao! Srroe non parla? Or di chi temi? 1daſpe 
Pi preſente non Ee, ſpicga il tuo foco. 


Sir. Scorda un amor, ch' © tuo periglio, e mio. | 


Se Coſroe, che t' adora 
Giunge a ſcoprir—— 
Lao. Non paventar di lui; ; 
Nulla ſapra. 
Sir. Ma Idaſpe — —— 
Lao. Idalpe è fido 
E approva il noſtro amore. | 
Sir. Non è ſempre d' accordo il labro, e P core. 
Lao. No, no. x | 
Sir. Danque m' aſcolta. 
Ardo per altra fiamma, To ſon fedele 
A pſu vez zoſi raj, 
Non t' amerò, non t' amo, e non d amai. 
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e di Perita. 


. 
N * 5 


Se il labro amor ti giura ; 

Se moſtra il ciglio amor; 

II labro è mentitor, 

T' inganna il ciglio. 

Un-altro cor procura, 

Scordati pur di me 

E ſia la tua Merce 

Queſto conſiglio. Se il, Cc. 


Parte. 


SC ENA VII. 
ARASSE, e detta. 


Araſ. Di te Germana in traccia 
Sollecito ne vengo. - 
Lao. Ed opportuno 
Giungi per me: Bramai di favellarti. - 
Araſ. Coſroe di ſdegno acceſo 
Vuol Medarſe ſul Trono.; . 
Svolgi, ſe puoi lo ſdegno | 
E in Siroe un Eroe conſerva al Regno. | 
Lao. Siroe un Eroe! t' inganni ; ha un alma in ſeno 
Stoltamente feroce; un cor ſuperbo 
Che ſolo è di ſe ſteſſo 
Inſano ammirator; ch' altri non cura, 
E che tutto in tributo 3 
II Mondo al ſuo valor crede dovuto. 
Araſ. Che inſolita favella | e credi 
Lao. E credo, 
Neceſſaria per noi la ſua rovina. 
Araſ. Condannera ciaſcuno 
Il tuo genio volubile, è leggiero. | 
Lao. Coſtanza è ſpeſſo il variar penſiero: 


O pla- 


SIROES, King of Perſia. 21 


If much Love my Lips did vow, 

If my Brow Affection ſhows, | 
Falſe thoſe Lips and falſe that Brow : 
They but on thy Heart impoſe. 

Get thyſelf ſome other Heart 

That will Love for Love impart. 
Forget me quite: I've other Ends: 


arte. And let this Counſel make you ſome Amends. 


SCENE VII. 


Ax AxzEs, and the aforeſaid. 


Arax. Siſter, I came with Care to trace you out, _ 
Sollicitous to ſee you. 
Lao As opportunely too on my Account | 
You're come; for much ] have, and much defire, to tell you. 
Arax. Coſroes inflam'd with boundleſs Indignation, 
Would place Medarſes on the Perſian Throne : 
Try, if thou can t, to give his Rage a Turn; 
And, for the Kingdom's ſake, 
In Siroes, Perſon, O preſerve a Heroe. 
Lao. * Siroes a Heroe ? Now, art thou much de- 
cerv d. ; 
He has within his Breaſt an ill-form'd Soul 
Fooliſbly fierce, and a Heart ſwell'd with Pride, 
That madly is, alone, its own Admirer, 
And values nought befide ; that vainly thinks 
The World is due, in tribute, to its Valour. 
Arax. hence this unuſual Speech! Believeſt thou 
Lao. 1 do believe, for us, his Ruins neceſſary. 
Arax. A Mind ſo fickle, and ſo ſwift to change, 
Each Soul on Earth will ceriſure and condemn. 
Lao. *Tis oft-times Conſtancy to change one i Thoughts. 


1 ſeno 


I plas 


„ 


1 222 S1 ROE 8, King of Perſia. 
C | Or the ſmooth and curling Seas | 

Gently murm' ring kiſs the Shore, 

Or on little Waves with Eaſe 


Wafts unfrighted Mortals oer. 
The Fright and Terror of Men's Minds 


Not to the Sea are owing, but the Winds. 


Ik, as my Lots of Fate do change, 
I in my Love ſhould learn to range, 
Then, ev'n that Ineonſtancy 
Would ſtill a Virtne be in me. 
Or the, &c. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 


CosroEs his inner Room, with a Table and Seats. 


S1ROES With a Sheet of Paper. 


Sir. Freed be my Father from Emira's Snares : 
This Sheet, penn'd o er with borrow'd Characters, 
Reweals the Danger, but conceals the Author. 
If Fdifguife the firft, I then betray my Father. 
If I reveal the ſecond, 
I ſacrifice my Love It muſt be thus —But ſee _ 
The King ſeems hither to advance his Steps 3 : [Lays down 


the Paper. 


o Haten— tis beſt for me to hide; 
Do you, ye Deities, protect, defend 
My Father, my Emita, and my Innocence. 


ECENSE IX. 
CosRots, OTYTT: apart, and then LAODIC EA. 
Coſ. What ſhall my ; Soul have itſelf Laws preſcrib d 


By a proud haughty Son . [ Sees Laodicea. 


And what unuſual Chance has led thee to me 


My deareſt fajr ene? 
Lie 1 Son 1 N 4 ons chief Enderunrs 
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Cos ko, SIRo0 in diſparte, e poi LAO DICE. | 
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O placido il Mare 
Luſinghi la ſponda, 

O porti con | onda 
Terrore e ſpayento 

E colpa del vento 

Sua col pa non E. 

S' io vo con la forte 
Cangiando ſembianza 
Virtuͤ!' incoſtanza | 
Diventa per me. O placido, @c. { Parton. 


SCENA VIII. 


Camera interna di Cos Ro con Tavolino e ſedia, S1 OE 
con foglio. 


Sir. Dall' inſidie d' Emira. 
Si tolga il genitor: con queſto foglio 
Di mentiti caratteri vergato 
Si paleſi il periglio, 
Ma fi celi!ꝰ Autor. Se il primo Io taccio 
Tradiſco il Padre; e ſe il ſecondo Io ſvelo 
Sacrifico il mio ben. Cosi Ma parmi | 
Che il Re &' inoltri a queſta volta; Oh Numi ! [ Poſa || 


il fogleo. || 


”— 
* 
—- 
k 
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Meglio ſara celatſi. 
Da voi difeſa ſia 
Emira, il Padre, e I Innocenza mia. 


SCENA IX. 


coſ. Che da un ſuperbo figlio i 
Prenda leggi il mio Cor! E quale o cara | 
[Vide Laodice. | 

Inſolita ventura a me ti guida ? | 
Lao. Un tuo figlio procura { 
Di ſedurre il mio amor; perch Io ricuſo 


| 
1 


| 
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Di tenderlo contento 
Minaccia il viver mio. 
Sir. ( Numi che ſento!) 
Cof. Dell amato Medarſe 
Eder colpo non può. Siroe & l. audace. 
Lao. Pur troppo è ver. Ma ſola 
Contro un figlio Real, che far poſs Io? 
Sir. (Tutto il Mondo congiura a danno mio.) 
Coſ. Anche in amor coſtui 
Rivale ho da ſoffrir? Indegno figlio. 
Sede, e avvede del foglio, 
- -. oo prende, e legge da ſe. 
Lao. ( Stupido ei legge; e impallidiſce? ) 
Coſ. Oh Numi! 3 | [ 5 alza. 
Loa. Che t affligge, o Siznar 6 


S CEN AX. 


ME D AAS E, e detti, 


Med. Padre Io ti miro * 
Cangiato in volto! | | 
Coſ Ah ſenti, 


Caro Medarſe, e inorridiſci. 


Med. ( Un foglio! ) 


Lao. (Che mai ſari!) 
| - Cof. © Coſroe ;. chi credi amico Legge, 
| © Infidia la tua vita. In queſto giorno 0 


« II colpo ha da cader. Temi in ciaſcuno 
* 11 traditor. Morrai, ſe i tuoi pit cari 
« Dalla  prefenza tua tutti non privi. 


& Cni t; avviſa è fedel; credilo © vivi. 
Lao. Gelo d' orror! ung i: 


R 2 a 
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S1 A0 ES, King of Perfia. 25 
And, for 1 ſbun to gratify his Appetites,” 


Threatens my very Life. 
Sir. (Gods, what a cruel Speech is this to bear ! ) | 
Col. This is a Crime could never be committed ET 

By my belov'd Medarſes. *Tis Siroes, he's the bold O. 

ſender. 8 | | 
Lao. Indeed tis but too true. And what can 1 
A poor weak Woman do, gainſt a King s Son? 
*Gainſt the Prince Royal? 
Sir. (Sure all the World conſpire to my undoing.) 


K Col. What ! am I further ſtill to be provoked, 

, And bear in bim the Rival of my Love? - 
Graceleſs unworthy Boy ! | | | 

. | | Sits down, ſees the Paper, takes 


| it and reads it to himſelf. 
Lao. (He reads wrapt in Amazement ; and his Looks | 


turn pale!) | 

Col. Te everlaſting Gods ! [Riſes, | 

Lao. What (good my Lord) diſturbs jou? = 
SCENE X. 


MEeDARSES, and the aforeſaid. 


Med. Methinks, O Sire, when I behold your Looks, 
They ſeem moſt ſtrangely changed. 
Coſ. Ah, hear my Son, my dear Medarles, hear, 
What muſt affect thee with unuſual Horror. 
Med. (A written Paper.) 
p Lao. ( What will be next.) 
SS Col. ©* Coſroes, a Perſon whom you think a Friend, 
* 5 Lies for your Life in wait. This very Day 
| '* The Blow is to be giv'n, and you to fall. 
Fear in each one a Traytor : Too ſure thou It fall, 
** Unleſs thy neareſt and thy deareſt Friends 
Be all forbid thy Preſence for a Time. 
Mo gives you this Advice is faithful to you. 
'' Therefore believe and live. 
Lap. [ freeze with Horror. 


% STN O ES, King of Peri. 


Coſ. And whit acruel Kind of Pity's this 
To ſave me thus? From a ſtrange unknown Hand 
Comes this Advice; and it gonceals the Criminal. 
| Med. — up to ſuch Extream your Heart - ach 
rais d, | | . 
I have no longer Power to be filent — Tis mine, that Paper, 
Sir. ( Baſe Deceiver !) | 
Col. Know'ft thou the Criminal, and jet do'ft ſhield him, 
Do ſi hide him from my Vengeance? 
Med. Father by me ador d; Ah do not blemiſh [ Kneeling. 
Tour ſacred Hands in ſuch a Wreteh's Blood, 
Who Inares your Life's your Son, and my own Brother. 
Sir. (O what a Torment tis ſtill to be filent ! ) 
| Col. Riſe. But ſay, who this Secret has diſcover d 
To my Medarſes. [ Raiſes him from the Ground. 
Med. Tas Siroes himſelf. 
Lao. (ho can give this Belief ! ) E 
| Med. It was his Will, it was his Inclination, 
| To have me Partner of the cruel Parricide : 
I vain I long oppos'd, he vow'd your Death. 
Therefore Medarſes in this Scroll diſclos d 
The violent Deſign. 
| Sir. Medarſes is moſt treach'rous, the Scroll is mine. 
Y, He diſcovers himſelf, 


Med. ( 0h Heavens!) 


Lao. (What is it I behold! ) . 
{| Col. Siroes hid? in my Apartments hid? 

Med. The Crime is plain, 'tis certain. 

| Sir. He tells a downright Falſehood, *twas my Defire I 
if | Toſave you from the Miſchief brought me hither. 7 


| A Heart, that's bold, would make you fall a Shade, 
{| Become a Ghoſt, and groſsly you're tetray'd. 


i S CEN E XI. 
Eur nA, under the Name of Hydaſpes, and the aforeſaid. 
Emi. Who bath betray'd my King? in his, Defenſe 


Behold my Arm, ſee, ſee my Armaur ready. 
exeauanted but Hydaſpes to torment me.) 


d. 


ud. 


SIROE, Re di Perſia. 


Co. E qual pieta crudele 
E'il ſalvarmi cosi? da mano ignota 
Mi vien!' avviſo, e mi ſi tace il reo? 
Med. Quando giunge all eſtremo il tuo cotdogtio, 
Non ho cor di tacerlo. E mio quel ſoglio. 
Sir. (Ah Mentitor!) 2 
Coſr. L' Empio conoſci, e ancora 
Lo aſcondi all' Ira mia? 
| Med. Padre adorato; ah! non voler nel ſangue [Sin- 
Di queſto Reo contaminar la mano. [ ginocchia. | 
Chi t' inſidia è tuo Figlio, e mio Germano. | 
Sir. (Che tormento © tacer | ) | 
Coſr. Sorgi : A Medarſe [ Lo leva do terra. 
Chil Arcano ſcopri? | 
Med. Fu Siroe iſteſſo. ifÞ 
Las. (Chi I crederebbe ? ) 
Medar. Ei mi volea compagno | | 
Al crudel parricidio : in van m' oppoſi; 6 
La tua morte giuro, perciò Medar ſe 226 1 | 
In quel foglio ſcopri alto deſio. | 
| 


27 


Sir. Medarſe © un Traditor; quel foglio è mio. 


Si ſcuopre. | 
Med. ( Oh Ciel 19 er | 
Lao. (Che veggio mai!) | 
Coſr. Siroe naſcoſo 
Nelle mie ſtanze? T 
Med. Il delitto è certo. 
Sir. Ei mente: a te mi traſſe 
Il deſio di ſalvarti; un core ardito 
Ti deſidera eſtinto, e ſei tradito. 


Ss ENA XL 
EMI a ſotto Nome d Ip as vr, „ det. 


Emi. Chi tradiſce il mio Re? ber fua als 
Ecco il braccio, ecco! armi. 


Str. (Solo Ida de mancava'a tormeacaringi:) 


%s SIR OE, Re di Perſia. . 
Coeſr. Vedi amico a qual pena. + 
1 [Da il foglio ad Emira la nab 10 l- te ſe. 
[1 Mi ſerba il Ciel. 


Lao. (Che inaſpettati eventi ! ) 
Emi. D' onde 1 avviſo? è noto il Reo? 


[ Rende il foglio. 
Med. Medarſe, 


utto ſvelò. 
Sir. It Germano 
anna Idaſpe, Io paleſai l' arcano. 
|; Dunque perche non ſcopri 
* infidiator ? 
Sir. Ditti di pia non deggio. 
Emi. Perfido, e in queſta guiſa 
1 Di mentita virth copri il tuo fallo ? 
Coſr. Cosi m' inſidi il Trono ? 
Fr. Difendermi non poſſo, e reo non ſono. 
[| | Med. E non è reo chi niega | 
Padre un giuramento? 
Lao. Non è reo I ardimento? 
Del tuo foco amoroſo ? 
Coſr. Non è reo chi naſcoſo 
fo ſteſſo ho qui veduto ? 
Emi. Non è reo chi ha potuto 
Recar quel foglio; e fi ſgomenta e tace 
Quando ſeco Io ragiono? 
Sr. Tutti reo mi volete, e reo non ſo 10. 


— — — 


l La ſorte mia Tiranna 

; Farmi di più non puo ; 

1 M' accuſa e mi condanna 
Un Empia, ed un Germano, 
L' Amico, e il SGenitor. 

Ogni ſoccorſo e vano, 

| i Che pin ſperar non ſo; 

IH Perchè fedel ſon lo, 
ö Queſts E il delitto mio | 

Queſto diygnta error, D. C, | Parte. 


% 


l 
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TOES, RINg Or Peri: 
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Coſ. See, ſee, my Friend, to what a Puniſhment | 
The Heav ns have mark'd meout. [ gives the Paper 
to Emira, who reads it to herſelf, 
Lao. ( What unexpected Accidents are theſe ! ) | 
Emi. Whence comes th Advice? And is the Traytor 
known ? Returns the Paper. 
Med. *Tis I Medarſcs have reveal d the M hole. | 
Sir. Hydaſpes, by my Brother you're deceiv'd, 
'Twas I, that laid the mighty Secret open. 
Coſr. Then why don't you reveal the Traytor ? 
Sir, To tell thee more s to tell thee what I ought not. 
Emi. Perfidious Wretch, think ſt thou in this Diſguiſe 
Of borrow'd Vertue to conceal thy Crime ? 3 
Coſr. Thus does he lay his Plots to mount my Throne? 
Sir. It is not in my Power to make Defence, and yet I} 
am not guilty. | 
Med. Can he deny his Guilt, that to his Father | 
Does his own Oath Deny ? | \| 
Lao. Is there not Guilt in your pretended Paſſion ? 
Coſr. Is there not Guilt in him, whom with theſe Eyes | 
I did my ver) ſelf behold abſconded here? 
Emi. Is there not Guilt in him, who could indite 4 
This very Paper, and yet ſmothers all, [ 
Aud ſtands ſtill mute, when I thus reaſon with him: 
Sir. All, All would have me guilty ; —yet I'm not ſo. | 
| | | 


My moſt tyrannizing Fate, 

Could not greater Ills create: 
Wrongly accus d, condemn'd I ſtand; 
Firſt a bad Woman lends her Hand; 
With her a Brother does conſpire ; 
And next my Friend, and then my Sire. 
Ev'ry Succour's all in vain, 
I can never hope again. 

All this Sorrow, all this Pain 

On me my Loyalty has brought 

That's all my Error, that's my Fault. | 
| My moſt, Cc. [Exit!\ 

| SCENE 


_ or 'Perſta. 


s ENA XII. 


dose EM IRA, ME DAR SES, and 
eee. e 


- Colt Who! 5 there? Be ſure the Prince be well obſer d. 
Emi. J, for your Care, moſt faithfally will watch. 
Cor. Diſcover the moſt worthleſs of all Treaſons, 
And guard, in Coſroes, a King that loves thee. | 

Nied. Didft thou ne er ſee, in Siroes, a Traytor? 

Lao. Didft thou e er fee fo vile a faithleſs Man, 

Or one ſo full of Raſhes ? 
Emi. How vile is this? How infinite a Mennneſs 
o make Inſults on one, that does not hear you ? 

| | Med. What ftrange Compaſſion this is ! 


Lao. And what a ſtrange Defence ! + | 
i} Med. And did not you juſt now your felf inſult him? 
Lao. Now pray what Reafon, or what Motive have you 
7 fall into this mighty Rage with us? © 


Emi. I may Infult him ; ; but, for Dou, you ought rot. 


— ä 


| 


Haſt thou in draws: never ſeen 
Soft Summer-drops fall Show ring o'er the Green; 
yen ſtraight freſh Roſes ſprung with lively Pride, 
| As freſh he Neighb'ring Vrlet by its fide. 
| Both are Children of one Field, 
ſ 


Both the ſelf- ſame Meadow yield: 
Both the one and r'6ther Flower, 
Spropg forth Sons of the ſame Show'c : 
So my Heart s unchang'd the ſame, 
Tf EN I defend or blame: 
My Breaſt when Pity, or when Fury burns, 
} Still Love's one Source of voth: thoſe Fires by turns. 
Haſt thou, Cc. [ Exit. 
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Ed in Coſroe difendi un Re, che t' ama. [ Parte! 
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S ENA XII. 


coskot, ER a, MzDansy, e Laopice. 


Coſr. Ola? s' oſſervi il Prence. 
Emi. Alla tua eura Io vegliero fedele. 
Coſr. Scopri 1' indegna trama 


Med. Avreſti mai creduto 
In Siroe un Traditor ? 
Lao. Tanto infedele 
Lo pervedeſti, e temerario tanto ? 
Emi. E qual viltade è queſta 
D' inſultar chi non v' ode? 
Med. Che pieta ! 
Laod. Che difeſa! 
Med. E tu fin ora 
Non I inſultaſti? 
Laod. Or qual cagion ti muove 
A ſdegnarti con noi? 
Emi. A me lice inſultarlo, e non a rel: 


Vedeſte mal {ul prato 
Cader la pioggia eſtiva? 
Talor la roſa avviva 
Alla viola appreſſo: 
Figlio del prato iſteflo 
E uno e' altro fiore, 
Ed e l' iſteſſo umore 
Che germogliar gli fa. 
Il Cor non è cangiato 
Se accuſa; o le difende: 
Una cagion m' accende 


Di ſdegno, e di pieta. | 
FO c. [ Parte. | 


'SCENKA 


" ” X, 8 "- 
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SCENA XII. 
Laopict e Mepaxrss. 
* #4 \ 
Lao. Gran Miſtero in que” detti 1daſpe aſconde- 
Med. Semplice, e tu lo credi? a te dovrebbe 
Eſſer nora la Corte. E di chi gode 
Del Prencipe il favor queſto il coſtume, 


Pi non eſſer altrui già mai. ſincero 
Adombrando co detti il ſuo penſiero. 


Chi è piu fedele 
Kitrova pene, 
Perche la ſpene 
Oegn' or ſi turba 
Ne ſa di che. 
Tale il Nocchiero 
Che non ben vede 
Vela che riede 
Teme che venga 


Contro di ſe. Chi e, Gre. [ Parte. 
. 

Laod. Non credo che ſian finti - [ 

D' 1daſpe i ſenſi; E ver ch' io non gli intendo, Hat 

Ma vo quando | aſcolto . T do 
Cangiando al par di [ui voglia e penſiero But 

1 Ne ſo più quel che temo, o quel che ſpero. he 

| | Or mi perdo di ſperanza | 


Or la ſpeme torna in vita 
Spera o Core, avrai pietà. 


Si, mi dice la coſtanza Ye 
Ch al mio petto è fi gradita 
Ma non ſo ſe canger. Or mi, Cc. 35 


Fine dell Atto primo. 
By | . SCENA& 


SI ROE, King of Perſid. 35 


SCENE XIII. 


LAaoDICEA and MEDARSES. 


Lao. Hydaſpes in thoſe Words couch'd ſome great My- 


ws.» | | : 1 
Med- Mi fimple alt ; and doeſt thou fondly credit him? 
You ſhould be better with the Court acquainted ; | 
is ſtill the Way of &ery Prince's Faw rite, 
To be to all befides far from fincere, 
Shading, in Words ambiguous, his Thoughts. 


Each moſt faithful honeſt Heart 

Feels for ever Pain and Smart ; 

Surrounded ſtill with Hope and Fear, 

Of what he knows not, whence nor where. 

So Mariners in dead of Night, 

When miſty Clouds forbid their Sight, 

Dread leſt the Sails that bear the Ship along 

| May turn her Ruin, and may drive her 

te. wrong. [ Exit. 


SCBNB XIV. 

Laod. I don't believe Hydaſpes* Sentiments 
Have ought Fiction in them: *Tis true, indeed, 
I do not throughly comprehend their Meaning; 

But ſtil, as often as I hear him, I 
Changing like him my very Thoughts, and Will 
T hope the beſt, yet fear I know not what of 1!l. 


This Moment Hope is fled and gone, 
Next Moment Hope's all lively grown. 
Yes, Hope my Soul, and be with Pity fraught : 
Thus whiſpers Conſtancy, that gentle Gueſt 
er. | Moſt welcome to my melting Breaſt, 
But yet I know not. I may change that Thought: 
ö This, Oc. [ Exit, 
The End of the Firſt Act. 


| A 


ACT | SCENE . 
A Royal Park. | 


SiRoEs, and after Laopics a. 


Sir. E LL me, ye Deities, whoſe Dooms 
Eternal ate, if any Heart 

Eber felt an equal Pain or Smart? 

Say — But here Laodicea comes. 


Lao. Beloved Prince, 
I'm ſo confounded, 

"Tis not in my Heart's pow'r to ſpeak. 
Sir. But ſtill, | 
Tou'd Heart enough to make my Accuſation. 

Lao. Blind Rage, indeed, ; 
The Child by thy Contempt begot, induc'd me 
To make thy accuſation—» But forgive it, 
Forgive, O Siroes, a Tide of Paſſion : 

Fl open to thee all the vile Deceit, 
Coſroes hall know — I was —— | 

Sir. Thy Ruin me no Safety can procure. 

Lao. And what Amends 
Can ever make me to deſerve your Pardon ? . 

Sir. Why—never more to love me.—That will do't. 
Lao. Never to love thee more! Te Gods, Can you 

Give o er ſuch foft AﬀeFtions as abandon d? 
Sir. This I muſt ask you as your only Boon. 


Lao. 


ATTO un $CEWS 1 


Parco Reale. 


Six ok, e for Laopice. 


E H! voi mi dite o Numi 
Se quale il mio fu mai 

Core da tanti guai, 

E affanni oppreſſo. 

Dite Ma qui Laodice | * 


> "wp 


"IR Amato Prence ; 
Cosi confuſo io ſono, 
Che non ho cor di favellarti. 
Sir. Aveſti 
Pero cor d' accuſarmi. 
Lao. Un cieco ſdegno 


Perſuaſe l' accuſa. Ah tu perdona, 
Perdona o Siroe un violento Amore. 
lo ſcopriro I'inganno 
Sapra Coſroe, ch* io fui 
Sir. La tua tuina 
Non fa la mia ſalvezza. 
Lao. E quale ammenda 
Puo farmi meritare il tuo perdono? 
Sir. Piu non amarmi. | 
Lao. Oh Dio, come potrei « 
Laſciar fi dolci affetti in abbandono? 
Sir, Queſto da te domando unico dono. 


. 


Lao. 
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Figlio del tuo diſprezzo . 
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Lao. Mi lagnero tacendo 
Del mio deſtino avaro, 
Ma ch' io non t' ami, o Caro, 
Non lo ſperar da me; 


Cradele, in che t' offendo, + 
Se reſta a queſto petto 
Il miſero diletto 
Di ſoſpirar per te. 

Mi lagnero, &c. [ Parte. 


Sc ENA l. 


| SiROt, e Poi EuII A, ſotto Nome d' IpAspr. 


Sir. Come quel di Laodice, 


PpPoteſſi almen lo fdegno 


{| If Figli di due nemici 


Placat dell' Idol mio. (Vuol partire. 


Emi. Fermati, indegno. 
Vai forſe al Genitore 
A paleſar quel, che taceva il foglio ? 
Ser. Quel foglio in che t' offeſe ? Io ſon creduto 
Reo del delitto, e me I ſopporto, e taccio. 
Emi, Ed io crudel, che faccio, 
val” or t' inſulto? aſſicurar procuro 
Coſroe della mia fe, più per tuo ſcampo, 
Che per la mia vendetta. 
Sir. Ah! dunque o Cara 


Fa più per me. Perdona al Padre; o almeno 


Se brami una vendetta, apri il mio ſeno. 
Emi. Io Confonder non ſò Ceſroe col Figlio; 

Odio quello, Amo te, vendico eſtinto 

II proprio Genitore. 
Sir. E il mio che vive 1 

Per legge di Natura anch' io difendo. 
Emi. A noi, a noi che ſiamo 


buy 


hy *%y 
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SIR ES, King o * 3 


Lao. Yes, my fond Heart I'll kill, 
Still bear hard Fate, be ſilent ſtiu; 
But think not I can ever ceaſe 
'To love thee while 1 lire. 


Cruel Man ! in what do J offend thee ? 

It is my miſerable Crime, (Breaſt, 
My whole Offence, that tears this wretched 
That I ſigh out my am'rous Soul for thee. 

Yes, my, &c. | Exit. 


SCENE ll. 


Sikoks, and then Emira, under the Name of 
HrDASPES. 


Sir. O that 1 could, as s of Laodicea, - | 
Heal too the Fury of my Soul's chief Idol; Offers to go. 
Emi. Stay worthleſs Man! ! 
Perhaps, juſt now, you're to your Father going, 
To reveal that, your Paper has conceal d? 1 
Sir. In what could that ſame Paper, pray, offend you? || 
1 am thought guilty bear it —— and am dumb. l 
Emi. And J, O cruel Man, what do I do? 
How do I now inſult you ? All Ways I can 
1 try to have the Truſt of Colroes _ | 
More for thy Safety, than my own Revenge. 1 
Sir. If it be ſo, my Deareſt, then, O then, 
Do this more for me Pardon my Sire—— At leaſt ; ; 
If not, rip open, for Revenge, my Breaſt. 
Emi. I cannot ruin Coſroes with hos Son: 
Him I do hate, love thee, and would vindicate 
My dear departed Father, | 
Sir. And mine, that ſtill is living, | 11 
The Laws of Nature bid me to defend. 
Emi. Hel, well, to us, to ul, that are the Children 
Of two ſworn Enemies, Love is a Crime: 
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We ought to hate each other. 
Let our worſt Hate beg in. 
Sir. Stay, my dear Life. 
Emi. And haft thou Boldneſs then to call me Dear? 
Sir. Ion wrong my Love— Indeed you urong it much — 
Emi. Be dumb——Love is in hatred buryed, 
Sir. Then I ought thus 
Emi. Tes,- 


From this Inſlant 


And forget me quite. | 

Sir. Why then Adieu, Emira— [Offers to £0. 
Emi. Hear me—— O do nit $0. 
Sir. Whaz.wouldft thou have me hear? 

F thou wouldſt have me ſluice my Blood in —— 

La, barb'rous Fair, TI pour it to your Wiſh : 
Den ſatiate your Revenge with my Deſtruftion. 

11 Dravss his Sword to kill himſelf. 


SCENE III. 
Cosxors without Guards, and the aforeſaid. 


Coſr. What doeſt thou here, proud Boy? 
Emi. (O Heavens!) 
Coſr. Againſt my faithful aud my boſom Friend, 
Draw'f# thou thy Sword? Deny it if thou can ſt. 
Sir. All's true, I'm guilty, I betray my Father, 
I am my Brother's Foe, inſult Hydaſpes, 
q | And Death by Right * s my Lot. 
fer a Moment's Time thou giv "| me Reſpite. 
Fr me, Icare not or for Men or Gods, 
I hate the Day, hate all Men, hate Myſelf. 
Emi. (O Deities, protect him ! ) 
Fake care of him. ; 
[ Some Guards appear. 
Sir. And let my Torment, with my Death, be ended, 


| Thou art unjuſt 


Coſr. Guards; 


P. 


I. 


ol. 


SI ROE, Ned Perla 


E delitto I' Amor; dobbiamo odiarci : 
Cominci in queſto punto il noſtro ſdegno. 
(In atto 5 pertire. 
Sir. Mio ben t' arreſta. 
Emi. Ardiſci 
Di chiamarmi tuo bene ? 
Sir. A torto l' Amor mio —— 
Emi. Taci ; l' Amore 


E nell' odio ſepolto. | 


Sir. Dunque cosi degg | 10 —— 
Emi. Si; ſcordati di me. 
Sir. Emira; addio. (Vuol partire. 
Emi. Sentimi non partir. 3 
Sir. Che vuoi ch' io ſenta? 
Il mio ſangue fi chiede 
Barbara il verſerò: I animo acerbo 


Paſci nel mio morir. | | 
(Tira la ſpada per ucciderfi. 
SC ENA III. 


Corsos, ſenza guardie e detti. 


Coſr. Che fai ſuperbo? 

Emi, (Oh Dei!) 

Coſr. Contro un mio fido 
Stringi il brando o fellon ? niega ſe puoi. 

Sir. Tutto è vero, io ſon reo, tradiſco il Padre, 
Son nemico al Germano, inſulto 1daſpe, | 
Mi ſi deve la Morte. Iagiuſto ſei 
Se la ritardi adeſſo. 

Non curo Uomini e Dei ; 

Odio il giorno, odio tutti, — me ſteſſo; 
Emi. (Difendetelo o Numi: 
Coſr. O la! Coſtui s arreſti. 


Sir. Il mio tormento 
Termini col morir. 


Eccono alcune guardie. || 


See ee nn 2 ˙ —_— 
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Cofr. Sorel contento. 
Emi. Mio Re, che gici! ! 
Neceſſaria a tuqi giorni 
La vita di S:rce; ei non ancora 
I complici ſcopri. 
Coſr. E vero; oh quanto 


Deggio al tuo Amor! Vegliami ſempre a lato. 


i * 
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Sir. Forſe incontro al tuo fato 
Corri cosi: non puo tradirti 1daſpe ? 
Emi. To tradirla ! 
Sir. In ciaſcuno 
Puo celarſi il nemico; ah! non fidarti : 
Chi ſa l' Empio qual &?) 
Coſr. Chetati e parti: 


Sir. Mi credi infedele ? 
Sol queſto m. affanna: 
Chi ſa, chi Ly inganna? 
(Che pena © tacer.) 


Sei Padre; ſon figlio: 
Mi ſcaccia ; mi ſgrida 
Ma penſa al periglio ; 
Ma poco, ti fida; 
Ma impara a temer: 


* 


SCENA iv. 


EuIAA ed Cosrog, e poi MEDaRSE, 


Emi. (Penſoſo © il Re!) 

Coſr. (Per tante prove e tante 
| $0 che il Figlio è infedel; 

Emi, (Siam ſoli; il tempo è queſto.) 
La vi vittiwa fi ſveni al genitore.) 


Mi credi, c. [ Parte con le oui 


- 


ma pur quei detti—) 


[ Studa la cada per ferir Coſroe. 


Med. 


WK 


die. 


Ned. 


SIX ES, King of Perſia. 
Coſr. So ſhalt thou have thy Pleaſure. | 
Emi. My King, confider well, what is't you ſay ? 

The Life of Siroes, to prolong your Days, EI 
Ir neceſſary much: He has not yet diſcouer d 
Who're his Accomplices. 8 
Coſr. True, indeed — how much, how very much I owe 
To thy firm Friendſhip !—Ever watch me nearhy. 
Sir. Perhaps thy Fate is always thus to run 
May not Hydaſpes prove a Traytor to thee ? 
Emi. What, I betray him? 
Sir. In every Soul a Foe may lye conceal d, 
Ab, do not truſt too far. Who knows how wicked ? 
Coſr. Be filent, and be gone. 
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Sir. Doeſt thou believe me treacherous and baſe? 
That that alone diſturbs my Soul's whole peace. 
Ah, tis well known, who would deceive? What 
When one could tell it, nobly to refrain? [pain, 


You are my Father, I'm your Son, 

Yer tear me, broil me, rack me on. 

But think, O think, thy Danger near, 
But very little confident appear, s ; 
But learn, O learn, with Caution wiſe, to fear. 


Doeſt thou, &c. 


Exit with Guards. 


SCENE VV. 


EuIR A, and Cos Ros, and then MR DARsS Es. 


Emi. (The King is wond'rous penfive! ) 
Coſr. (By ſuch great Proofs, and by ſo many Proofs, 


I know my Son is treach'rous——Tet thoſe Words —— 


Emi. (Now we're alone — This is my Time for it) 
(Thus, in the Father, be the Victim kill'd.) 


[Draws a Sword to ſmite Cofroes. || 
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i ; That caus'd me to be fear d. am too jealous 
1 Of my lov 4 Honour.—Till I find the Truth 


I See me diſarm d, ſee me your Priſoner. 


i Single out thoſe, thou think'ſt moſt faithful to me; 


Ned. ( Enters.) My Lord. 

' Emi. (Good Heavens!) 

Med. And why that Sword Hydaſpes ? 

Emi. To lay it at bis Fret There, there it lies, 


(Lays the Sword at the Feet of Caſrees. 


Coſr. ( What Loyalty is this !) for my Deſence 
Replace upon your Side your Sword. Among the Guards 


And change them, and diſpoſe them at thy Will : 

And be it thine to watch who plots againſt me. 

Emi. Til be obedient to the Royal Nod; 

TI Hook fo narrowly, that very ſhort, 

Fl me the Criminal. \ My Wiſhes now have gain d their 
Port. 


All Fears, that clouded Reaſon's Day, 

Are vaniſh'd now, diſpers'd, and fled away; 
My dubious Heart has loſt cach aguiſh Fit 
Of ſhaking Terror, and forgets to beat. 

Be eaſie, Love, and truſt, 

That I am truly Juſt. | 15 


If to my Lord and King, 

It to my Duty, I ſhould fail 

One Moment true Content to bring, 
O may my Wiſhes ne'er prevail : 

But Heav'n its ſtores of Anger dread 


With * pour upon my Head. 
N All Fears, Oc. 
[ Exit. 


SCENE 


be. 


heir 


V; 
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SIR OE, Re 4. Perſia, 


Med. [Entra] Signore. 
Emi. (Oh Dei!) 
Med. Perchè quel ferro Idaſpe ? 
Emi. Per deporlo al ſuo pic : v' © chi ha potuto 
Far lo temer di me. Troppo geloſo 
Io ſon dell' onor mio. | 
Finche non ſcopri il vero, 1 
Eccomi diſarmato, e prigioniero. 
[ Pone la ſpada 4 piedi di Coſtoe. 
Coſr. (Che fedelta !) ritorni 
per mia difeſa al fianco tuo la ſpada; 
Fra le reali Guardie 
Le più fide tu ſcegli; a tuo talento 
Le cambia, e le diſponi ; e {ia tuo peſo 1 
Di ſcoprir, chi m' inſidia. 
Emi. Al Regio cenno 
Ubbidiro; ne dal mio ſguardo accorto 
Potr celarſi il Reo. (Son quaſi in porto.) 
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sgombra dall' Anima 
Tutto il timor; 
Più non ti palpiti 
Dubbioſo 11 Cor; 4 
Ripoſa, e credemi l 1 
Ch' io ſon fedel. | 


Se al mio o Regnante 1 
Se al dover mio, 

Per un iſtante | 

| Mancar poſſ io; | 

Con me fi vendichi | 

Sdegnato il Ciel. | 


Sgombra, Cc. ¶ Parte. 


SCENA 


i ciglio inumidir. Caro Medarſe. Lo abbraccia. 
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a SIROF, Re & Perf. 


SCENA V. 
MrDpARSFE, e Cos Rox. 


Med. Signor, per tua ſalvezza 
Meglio è, che Sree appaghi, 
E lui ſollevi al' Trono : 
Volentier gli abbandono 
La conteſa Corona. Andro lontano 


Per placar l'ira ſua: ſe queſto è poco, 


Sazialo del mio ſangue: 

Sarò felice appieno, 

Se può la mia ferita | 

Render la pace, a chi mi dic la vita. 
Cof. Sento per tenerezza 


In queſto di ſarai 
Tu mio Compagno al ſoglio. 


Coſi abbatter ſapro d'un Reo Vorgoglio. [ Parte, 


Med Gran coſe io tento, e l' intrapreſo;inganno 
Moſtra il premio vicino : in mezzo a tanti | 
Periglioſi tumulti, io non pavento: 

Non ſi commetta al mar, chi teme il vento. 


— 


Fra l' orror della tempeſta 

Che alle ſtelle il volto imbruna 

Qualche raggio di fortuna 

Gia comincia a ſcintillar. 
Dopo ſorte ſi funeſta 

Sara placida queſt' alma 

E godra tornata is calma 

I perigli a rammentar. 


Fra l'orror, Cc. { Parte. 
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SCENE V. 


Meparses and Cos os. 


Med. My Lord it is, for your own Safety, better 
To appeaſe Siroes ; place him on the Throne : 
Willing I'll leave him the conteſted Crown ; 
Tl wander far from hence to ſoot h his Fury: 
If that be little, pleaſe him with my Blood ; 
1 ſhall moſt happy be, if ſuch a Blow 
Could Peace reſtore to him that gave me Life. 
Coſ. I feel my Eyes melt down with Tenderneſs. 
My dear Medarſes, on this very Day, 
Thou ſhalt become the Part ner of my Throne; | 
| [ Embraces him. 
SY will I throw down this rank Rebel's Pride. [ Exit, 
Med. I try great Things, and the deceitful Enterprize 
Shews my Reward is near : Full in the Midft 
Of threat ning Dangers, and moſt horrid Tumults, 
I keep my Breaſt all free and void of Fear. | 
Let him who fears the Bluſt' ring of the Wind 
Ne'er truſt his Perſon to wide Seas confign'd. 


cia. 


arte, 
mo 


Amidſt the Horror, that tempeſtuous bears 

So dark a Look, that it een dims the Stars; 

A Ray of Fortune does begin to ſhine ; | 
And that bright Ray of Fortune's wholly mine. 
After ſo cruel and ſo hard a Lot, 

Shall my Soul's Sorrows be with Joy forgot; 
And my Mind turn'd to calm and perfect Eaſe 
Shall the Remembrancs of paſt Perils pleaſe. 


arte. 


SCENE 


46 STIROES, King of Perfra. 


SCENE VI. 


Appartments on the Ground Floor on a Level with 
the Gardens, and Seats in them. 


Sixoks, and after Cosrots, and Euix A under 
the Name of Hrpagess. 


Sir. Here, bid by Coſroes, am I come again; 
And hither too is come, at the ſame Time, 
The cruel Cauſe of my ſevereſt Suff rings. 


Enter Cos RoOoES and Eu IIA. 


Col. Be it Hydaſpes' Care to watch his Entrance, 
And let the fair Laodicea wait | 
In the adjoining Rooms. | | 
Emi. I will be all Obedience. She rerires aſide. 
Col. Siroes be ſeated, and attend me - | He goes to fit. 
1 come to be, juſt as you pleaſe, 
A Father or a Judge. 
Sir. The Judge 1 fear not; I adore the Father. | Sits. 
| Col. Can I, in fuch a Son as ou, expect 
Ought of my Will obey d? 
Then, when | ſpeak, be filent, 
And ſhew, by that, one Mark if filial Rev rence. 
Sir. Long, as you pleaſe, Im dumb; that is my Pro- 
miſe 
Emi. (What can he mean to ſay? ) 
Coſ. You, Siroes, of a thouſand Faults are guilt. 
J, for the Kingdom s Safety, only att 
One Oath of you, and you refuſe to take it : 
1 Pardon you, and you abuſe th# Pardon, 
And mock my eafie Goodneſs. A Paper full of Proofs 


Il Tels me a Traytor”s "mongſt my deareſt Friends : 


I with theſe Eyes beheld you in my Rooms 
Skulling and hidden: What more 


th 


cr 


de. 
ſit. 


ts. 


Io veggio te nelle mie ſtanze aſcoſo : : 
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S ENA VI. 


Appartamenti terreni corriſpondenti q giardini, con ſedie. 


Sikoe, e poi Cos kor, ed Emin A ſotto nome 
d IPDASP R. 


Sir. Qui da Coſroe richieſto, a lui ne vengo, 


E meco ancor ne viene 


La crudel compagnia di mie ſventure. 


Entra Cos RoE ed EMIR A, 


Co / Veglia Idaſpe all” ingreſlo ; e il cenno mio 
Nelle vicine ſtanze 


Laodice attenda. 
Emi. Ubbidiro. Si ritira in diſparte. | 
Cof. Siedi, Siroe, e m' aſcolta : [Va a ſedere. 

Io vengo qual mi vuoi Giudice, o Padre. | 
Sir. Il Giudice non temo : Il Padre adoro. [Siede. 
Co/. Poſſo ſperar dal figlio 

Ubbidito un mio cenno ? infin ch' io parlo, 

Taci, e moſtrami in queſto il tuo riſpetto. 
Sir. Fin che vuoi tacerò, cosi prometto. 
Emi. ( Che dir vorra ? ) 5 
Coſ. Di mille colpe reo 

Srae tu ſei. Un giuramento io chiedo 

Per ripoſo del Regno, e tu ricuſt: _ 

Ti perdono ; et abbuſi 

Di mia piera. Mi fa paleſe un folio; 

Che v' è tra miei più cari un traditore: 


— — — — —— — — — - — — 
* — — — * 


88 Che pig! Medarſe iſteſſo 
of Scopre i tuoi falli——— 
Sir. E creder puoi veraci — 
Coſ. Serbami la promeſſa, aſcolta, e raci, 
Emi. (Miſero Prence ) 
| Coſ. Ogn'un di te fi lagna ; 
0 8F Tenti Laodice, e la minacci ; daſpe 
| Infin ſu gli occhi miei ſvenar procuri, 
Ne ti baſta. I tumulti a danno mio 
Ne popoli riſvegli. 
Sir. Ah ! Son fallaci 
i - Cof. Serbami la promeſſa, aſcolta, e taci. 
Torniam figlio ad amarci, il reo mi ſuela; 
Oi complici paleſa. Un Padre offeſo 
Altr' ammenda non chiede 
Dan offenſor, che pentimento, e fede. 
Ei. (Veggio Sire commoſſo: : 
Ah mi ſcopriſſe mai!) 

Sir. Parlar non poſlo. 

Coſ. Odi Siroe; ſe temi 
Per la vita del reo, paventi in vano; 
Se quel tu ſci, nel confeſſarlo al Padre, 

| Te ſteſſo aſſolvi, e ti fai ſtrada al trono. 

Se tu non ſei, ti dono, 
Purchè noto mi ſia, ſalvo I indegno: 
Ecco ſe vuoi, la real deſtra in pegno. 

Ems. ( Ahimè ) 
| Sir. Quando ſicuri 

GSiano dal tuo caſtigo i tradimenti, 

1! | Dird—— 


Emi. Non ti rammenti, 


Il Che il tuo cenno, Signor, Laodice attende. 


IF. (Oh Dei!) 
q | 4 Lo ſò; parti. 
Emi. Diro fra tanto 
Coſ. Di cio che vuoi. 
. e 
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, he himſelf, Medarſes 
Medarſes has diſcouer d thy rank Treaſons. 

Sir. And can you think him true? 

Col. Obſerve your Promiſe,  hearken, and be fled 

Emi. ( Unhappy Prince 1) 

Col. There's not one Soul but what complains of you ; 
Du try'd to tempt Laodicea : threaten'd her. 

Before my Eyes you aim d to kill Hydaſpes. 
All this ſuffices not, Wild Riots, T, 2 
Are rais'd among my People by your means. 

Sir. Ah : theſe are falſe ——- 

Col. Obſerve your Promiſe, hearken, and be PI 
Son give me Room to turn my Love fill tow'rds you, 
Tell me the guilty Perſon : Confe/s thy Complices. 

Other Amends thy offended Father a not 
From his offending Son, 
1 Penitence and Truth. 

Emi. ( 1 ſee that Siroes is ſtrangely mov d. 
Ah ! may he not diſcover me! 

Sir. Truſt me, I cannot ſpeak it. 

Col. Hear, Siroes, if thou fear ſt th? Offender s Life ; - 
Thy Fear is Groundleſs ; ; if thy felt art be | 
Do but torfeſs it to thy Father's Ear, 

Thou ftand'ſt thy ſelf abſolv'd —— Nay, and wh at's mord, 

Open ſt thy ſelf a way to mount my Throne. 

But if thou art not guilty of the Crime, 

Let me but know the Perſon, he ſhall fland 

Safe from all Harm I plight my 2 Hand. 
Emi. Alaſ; ! 


Sir. When Treaſons ſhall be ſafe from yout Chaſtiſe ment, 
Then will 1 tell you all 

Emi. Dont hs my Lord, remember 
That on your Call Laodicea waits. 

Sir. (Oh Heavens ! ) 

Col. I know it well-——Withdraw. 

Emi. Pl tell you *midſt ſo much —— 

Col. Peak what thou wilt, | 


Fe 
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Emi. PII faithfully obey. 
( Perfidious Man be filent, do not tell. ) 
Sir. ( How cruel ! ) 
Coſ. Why all this deep Difturbance 2 — 
Sir. Oh Heav' ns ! 
Col. I knw thy Meaning well, 
At hearing of Laodicea's Name ; z 
Thou could ſi no more contain thy ſelf in Bounds. 
In this too 1 will pleaſe thee——Onh ſee me ſafe 


' From this wile Hegi, Sn, and (he's your Spouſe. 


Sir. I ſcorn Laodicea ; 
She is not worth a Thought or Word of mine. 
Mo OP Perfidious Boy, I find at laſt ibo I die 
Juf as thou liv'dft, a Traytor. 
Now, I'm alone, and without Succour with thee, 
Now ſatisfy thy Fury to the full, 
Diſarm me, and then ſtab me to the Heart. 
Emi. And who has ſuch a furious Meaning in him? 


I dare not leave you to ſo great a Danger. 


Col. Bring here LaodRces. [Exit Emira. 
Sir. My Lord. 1 
If in my Heart Laodicea _ 
One Thought of Love—May Heaven ſtrike me Shad 
Coſ. Don't irritate the Gods 
ith thy ſtill vile repeated Perjuries, 


SCENE VI. 
LaoDicea, Eu IRA, and the aforeſaid. 


Lao. See here, I'm ready at your Nod. 

Coſ. Hear Siroes, once more: Laodicea, 
"And, too, my Terone is Yours, if you'll confeſs. 

But, if thou ſtill pretend'ſt to fland thus mute, 

Expeft a Priſon, and a Death moſt dreadful. 

Let here Hydaſpes lay with thee, for me. 

To him 1 leave thee; and, if then you ſee 

A Thunderbolt fall flaming on your head, 

Eis thy Fault, who _ t my Wrath have aid. 


— 


Laos 


— — _ —— —¾ 


ira. 


Laos 


- $ITROEF, Re di Perſia. 
Emi. T' ubbidiro fedele. 
(Perfido non parlar.) 
Sir. (Quanto è crudele!) 
Coſ. Perchè quel turbamento ? 
Sir. Oh! Dio! F 
Co /. T' inten do. 
Al nome di Laodice 
Reſiſter non ſapeſti. In queſto ancora 
T' appaghero ; ſol dalla trama aſcoſa 
Aſſicurami o figlio ; e ſia tua ſpoſa. | 

Sir. Sdegno Laodice, e favellar non deggio. = 

Coſ. Perfido al fin tu vuoi [S aka. 
Morir da traditor, come viveſti. 

Solo, e ſenza ſoccorſo 
ia teco io ſon, via ti ſodisfa appieno 
Diſarmami inumano, e m' apri il ſeno. 

Emi. E chi tant' ira accende? 
n periglio laſciarti, a me non lice. 

Coſ. Venga Laodice. 

Sir. Signor; ſe amai Laodice 
Funiſca il Ciel 1 
Coſ. Non irtitar gli Dei 
0 novelli ſpergiuri 


51 


La Seo. 


[Emira parte. 


SC ENA N. 


LAO DICE, EM INA, e detti. 


Lao. Eccomi a' cenni tuoi. 

Coſ. Siroe m' aſcolta, 

bbi Laodice e il Trono 

> vuo1 patlar; ma ſe tacer pretendi 
carcere crudel la morte attendi. 

ſti IAdaſpe in mia vece, a lui ti laſcio; 
le il fulmine poi cader vedrai 


colpa © tua, che rattener nol ſai. 
* 
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52 SIROE, Re di Perſia, 
Tu di pieta mi ſpogli 
Tu deſti il mio furor, ' , 
Tu ſolo o traditor 
Mi fai tiranno, 
Non dirmi, no, ſpietato . 
E il tuo crudel desio, 
Ingrato, 
E non ſon io 


Che ti condanno. Tu di, &c. [ Parte. 


Sikor, EulR A, e LaodDice. 


Sir. (Che riſolver degg' io?) 
Emi. Felici amanti 

De le voſtte fortune o quanto, io godo ! 
Sir. (E mi deride ancor ! ) 


Lao. Secondi il cielo 


Il lieto augurio. Ei pero tace, e parmi 


Irreſoluto ancora. 


Sir. Per me riſolva NAaſpe, il ſuo volere 
Sara legge del mio; fra tanto io parto, 
E vo fra le ritorte - 
L' eſito ad aſpettar della mia ſorte. 

Emi. Ma Prence io non ſaprei 

Sir. Sapeſti aſſai 
Tormentarmi fin ora. 
(Provi 1' iſteſſa pena Emira ancora) 


Fra dubi affetti miei 

Riſolvere non ſo; | 
Tu penſaci ; tu ſet [ Ad Emini 
L' arbitro del mio cor. 

Vuoi che la morte attenda? 

La morte attendero : 

Vuoi che per lei m accenda? _ 
Eccomi tutto amor. Fra dubi, &c. { Par 


arte. 


Emin 


And e en tranſport my ſelf at your good Fortunes ! 


Tet is he filent ſtill, ſtill ſeems to me 
Strangely irreſolute. 


It is Will ſhall be my Law : Mean while I go, 

And will, among my heavy Fetters, wait 

The laſt Event of my moſt wayward Fate. 
Emi. But, Prince, I know not. 


(Now feel like Pains, Emira, made thy own.) 
Amidſt theſe dubious Paſſions of my Soul 


a 0 C 0 * 4 . » 


Of Pity you my Heart diveſt 
And waken Fury in my Breaſt : 
Traytor, tis thou, and thou alone, 
If I'm a Tyrant, mak'ſt me one. | 
Call not me cruel and of Mercy void, ll 
Who would ſo fain thy Puniſhment avoid: | 
Tis thy own willful Treachery, | 
Perfidious Man, it is not I 
Thar ſentence thee to die. - (Exit. 


SCENE VII. 


Sikots, EM IRA, and then LAOPDICEA. 


Sir. (What ought I to reſolve ? ) 
Emi. O happy Lovers, how do I greatly joy 


Sir. (And does ſhe ftill deride me?) 
Lao. May Heav n ſecond its own fair Auguries. 


Sir. Hydaſpes is to ſpeak my Reſolution : 


Sir. Too well, how to torment me, haſt thou known 


Reaſon can no reſolving Pow'r impart 
Tis yours to think; you muſt my Mind controul 
| [To Emira. | 
Be my ſole Arbitreſs, and ſway my Heart. 
Would you that I Death's direful Doom ſhould wait ? 
Then ſhalt thou ſee me court my Fate. (move ? 
Would you, for her, Love's Fires my Breaſt ſhould 
Then ſhalt thou ſee me all o'er Love. {| Exit. 
5 D 3 SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 
E MIR A and LAODIC EA. 


Emi. (What foal I ſay to her?) 
Lao. Now on your Lips, Hydaſpes, muſt depend 
And Kingdom's Peace, and my whole Life's Content. 
Emi. As far as I can think, you may reſt ſatisfy'd 
That, without further Trouble, you'll become : 
De Spouſe of Siroes. 
Lao. Then ſhould 1 be moſt happy. 
1 Emi. Then you do love him? 
| Lao. I, from my Heart, adore him. 
| Emi. And hope his Hand ——- 


1 Emi. In vain you it, 

1 Lao. Pr 'ythee why ? 

Emi. May I reveal to thee a mighty Secret. 

Lao. "Truſt me, you may ; ſpeak out. | 
Emi. IHF your Beauty, O forgive the Boldneſs," 

| Live the moſt fond Admirey that lives. 

Lao. The Admirer of me ? 

Emi. O yes, of you ; for who can, uninflam 4, 
Behold thoſe golden Treſſes ? See thoſe Cheeks 
Vermilion d like the Morn ; thoſe ruby Lips, #7: 

Dat male the Coral bluſh to be out-done in Redneſs. 
| "That Juowy Beſom, and thoſe ſparkling Eyes 
That, ſet neath ſuch an Iv'ry Forehead, ſhine 
Lie Stars beſt glitt ring in the milky W, ay. 
Ab ! If thou think'ſt not what a Flame burns here 
Within my Breaſt; look me well, regard me; 
| Then wilt thou ſee it blazing out above, 
And red ning all ny Face. 
Lao. And haſt conceal'd it 
Emi. Reſpect and Reverence made me quite mute. 
Lao. Hear, and believe, Hydaſpes, 
E is not in my Pour to return thy Love. 


| Lao. Will, by thy friendly Help, be join d to mine. 


Emi. 


8 
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JF, Re di Ferna, 


SCE NA 1X. 


E MIA A; e LAO DICE. 


Emi. (A coſtei, che diro ?) 
Lao. Da' labri tuoi 
Ora dipende 1daſpe 
Il ripoſo d'un Regno, il mio contento. 
Emi. Di Siroe, a quel ch' io ſento 
Senza noja Laodice 
Le nozze accetteria. 
Lao. Sarei felice. 
Emi. Dunque ami ? 
Lao. L' Adoro. 
Emi. E ſperi la ſua mano 
Lao. Stringer per opra tua. 
Emi. Lo ſperi in vano. 
Lao. Perche? 
Emi. Poſſo ſvelarti un mio ſegreto ? 
Lao. Parla. 
Emi. Del tuo ſembiante 
Perdonami l' ardire, io vivo amante. 
Lao Di me? 
Emi: Si, chi mai puote 
Mirar ſenza avvampar quell* aureo crie, 
Quelle Uermiglie gote, 
Le labra coralline, 
Il bianco ſen, le belle 
Due rilucenti ſtelle? Ah! ſe non credi 
Qual foco ho in petto accolto 
Quarda, e vedrai, che mi roſſeggia in volto. 
Lao. E taceſti—— 
Emi. Il riſpetto 
Muto fin or mi reſe. 
Lao. Aſcolta Idaſpe 
Amarti non poſs? io. 
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7 
Emi. Cosi crudele, oh Dio? 
Lao. S' e ver che m/ ami 
Setyi agli affetti miei. L' amato Prence 
| m virtii dj te degna a me concedi. 
Emi. O queſto no; troppa virtu mi chie di. 
Lao. Siroe fi perde. 
Emi. Il Cielo 
Gli innocenti difende. 
Lao. E ſe la ſpeme 
Me pietoſa ti finge, ella t' inganna. - 
Emi, Tanto ver me potreſti eſſer tiranna ? 
Lao. La tua crudel ſentenza 
Inſegna a me la tirannia. 
Emi, Pazienza. 
Lao. T' odiero, fin ch? io viva, e non potrai 
Riderti de' miei danni. 
| Emi. Saranno almen communi i noſtr1 aftanni. 


Lao. L' aura non ſempre 
Spira a favore 
Di Nave ardita 

| Che ſcorre il mar. 

Þ Cosi ad un core 


Non ſempre amore - 
Da ſorza e vita | 
Per bene amar. L' aura, Oc. [Part 
SCENA X. 


E a ſola. 


Si diverſi ſembianti 
per odio, e per amore or laſcio, or prendo, 
Ch' lo me ſteſſa talor n ne meno inrendo. | 


Mart: 


Dat to my ſelf a Stranger I am grown ; 


RA 7 [ 5 


Emi. Ye Heav'ns ! — So very a ö 
Lao. If it be true thou lov ſt me as thou ſay* / „ 
Give me this Proof of it: Aid me in mine, 

My Love, my vow'd Affection With word? rous Virtue | 
Worthy thy ſel? give me the Prince 1 love. | 
Emi. That I can never do; you ask too mugh ; | 

"Tis more than my beſt Virtue can conſent to. 
Lao. If Siroes be loſt 
Emi. Heav'n flil guards the Innocent. al 
Lao. And if thy Hopes ſhould paint me eaſy to thee | 

And prone to Pity ; truſt me, they deceive thee. 

Emi. And can you prove to me ſo great a Tyrant ? 
Lao. Thy cruel Sentence — 
Teaches me Cruelty and Tyranny. | | 
| 
| 


Emi, Patience. 
Lao. Ne, ever while 1 live, T hate thee heartily, 
So ſhalt thou not have Pow'r to mock my Moe. 
Emi. Tet, what one ſuffers, each ſhall ſuffer too. 
Lao. Not always, gentle Gales of Air 
Blow friendly Breezes o'er the Main, 
To help thoſe Ships that bravely dare 
To ſcour along the watry Plain. 
So fares it with the Lovers Heart ; 
Cupid won't always Aid impart 
Will not vouchſafe its Aims to blcſs, 
(Tho' well it loves) with wiſh'd Succeſs. 


SCENE X. 
EM1Ra ſola. | 


Such different Looks 1 take, and loſe by Turns, 
As Love inflames me, or as Fury burns ; 


What my ſelf atts, ſcarce to my ſelf is known. 


, $ 


FEES, King Fer ſia. 

It pleas d ye not, my peeviſh Stars, 

I ſhould a Shepherdeſs be born, 

| Ther? had I had no other Cares 

| No pains, that make me thus forlorn; 
But juſt to tend of Lambs my fold, 

And ſome good Swain to have and hold. 
Wich thoſe of Royal Birth, it fares not ſo ; 
Fortune is their profeſs'd invet*rate Foe : 
EWhere a Throne ſtands, there hidden ſtands too near 
Frauds without End ; and one eternal Fear. 


The End of the Second AR. 


EicCT:MM:SCEN-E I. 
A Court - yard. 
CosRoxs and ARAX ES. 


Coſ. O, no, —T am reſolv'd—and be ſhall dye. 
Sufficienth, till now, has pitying Nature 
Whiſper'd within, and pleaded ſtrongly for him. 
Arax. I will obey : Tis with much Grief of Heart, 
But == I will obey. That I'm the Friend 

Df Siroes is true—Burt I'm your Vaſſal, 

And this your Vaſſal's Loyalty does know, 

hat to his Duty all Things elſe muſt bow. od 


SCENE 
LOD IcEA and Cosxrots. 


Lao. What is my King a doing? Round the Palace 
ands a vaſt Mob all murm ring Sedition 


| 
| 
| 


8 


rd call for vSirots. | Col. 


. 
F p , 


| 7 — | 
Non vi piacque Ingiuſti Dei 7 
: Chꝰ Io naſceſſi Paſtorella | 
Altra pena or non avrel | | 
Che la cura d' un agnella, | 
Che l' afferto d' un Paſtor, l 
Ma chi naſce in Regia cuna | 
Pitt nemica ha la fortuna; 
Che nel trono aſcoſi ſtanno 
E' inganno 8 5 1 
Ed il rimor. Non vi, &c. 


Fine dell' Atto Secondo. | 


% * — — F — 1 
Nerd eee 
- 2 ese . x . 2 — WT \Y 2 
V 0 — — * — N * AN > 52 5 
W * > * 8 7 . 7 * o % T7 19. 4 * —y . 2 — 4 
hy % 1 


ys 


I 


- 
- 


ATTOW SCEMARM 
Cortile. 


Cos RoE, ed AR AS s x. 


Coſ. N O, no; voglio che mora. 
| Abbaſtanza fin ora 
Pictoſa a me per lui parlo natura. 
Araſ. Ubbidiro con pena, 
Ma pure ubbidiro : di Siroe amico 
Io ſono è ver; ma ſon di te vaſſallo, 
E ſa ben la mia fede, 


Che al dover di Vaſſallo ogn' altro cede. Parte. 
SC ENA II. 


LAAODIeR e Cos Ros. 


Tao. Mio Re che fai? Freme alla Regia intorno 
n ſedizioſo ſtuol, che Sirve chiede. 


— —— — —— —U— 
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F Cof. La ſua morte è commeſſa, e fotſe adeſſo 
Per l' aperte ferite 
Fugge I anima rea. 
Lao. Ahime! che intendo ? | 
Ah! che ingannato ſei ; ſoſpendi il cenno. 
Nell' amor tuo gia mai ; 
Il Prence non t' offeſe, Io t' ingannai. 
Coſ. Tu ancor tradirmi ? 
Lao. Amore 
Invan richieſi a lui, e con I accuſa 
Tentai la mia vendetta. 
Si, Coſroe, ecco la rea 
ueſta s' uccida, e I' innocente viva. 
Coſ. Innocente chi vuol la morte mia? 
Lao. Cedi o Signor; ſia ſalvo il Prence, e poi 
Uccidimi fe vuoi ; ſarò felice, 
Se il mio ſangue potrà 
Coſ. Parti Laodice; 
| Chiedendo la ſua vita 
Colpa gli accreſci, e il tuo pregar m' irrita. 


Lao. Se il caro figlio 
Vede in periglio 
Diventa umana 
La Tigre Ircana 
E lo difende 
Dal Cacciator 
Più fiero core 
Del tuo non vidi; 

Non ſenti amore, 
La prole uccidi 
Empio ti rende . 

Cieco furor. Se il caro, &c. [ Parte. 


S CEN A 


SIROE ; S, King FY 
Coſ. His diſpatch i is order d, and een now perbap 7 
His guilty Soul is ruſhing on its Paſſage, w 1 
Thro' the wide-gaping and the guſhing Wounds. { 
Lao, Ah me ! What ist I hear ? 


Ah you're deceiv'd; 7. uſpend thoſe Orders quickly ; 
The Prince ne'er wrong d you in his Love to me: 


Mine was the Falſehood, mine the Treachery. 1 
Col. What you betray me too? | 
Lao. In vain from him I try d to gain his Love, | 

And, by accuſing him, for Vengeance ſtrove. 1 

Let then him guiltleſs live, we guilty dye. | 
Cof. How can the Man that my Deſtruction meant © 

How can he poſſibly be innocent ? 1 
Lao. Teld, yield to this—my Lord O ſave the Prince, 

If my Blood could 
Col. Withdraw Laodicea ; begging his Life 

Does but augment the Blackneſs of bis Fault, 

And ev'ry Pray r whets ev'ry angry Thoughr. 


Jes, Coſroes, yes, that guilty Wretch am I. 
And then kill me—Indeed I ſhould be happy 


Lao. If, chance, her well-lov'd Son 
She ſces "midſt roo much Danger run, 
Th' Hircanian Tigreſs kindly grows 
His Friend, and guards him *gainſt his Foe; : 
Her Fury on his Hunters bends, 
And from their Force her Yovng defends. 
A Heart more fierce than thine, 
I never ſaw, have never known ; 
All Senſe of Pity you reſign, 
In your Son's Bowels ſtab your own. 
Thus does blind Fury lift up thee 
To the laſt Height of black Impiety. 


SCENI| 


7 j 


, Ring of Perſia. 


SCENE In. 
E MIR A and Cos RO Es. 


Emi. Reſtore, O Liege, the Prince. 


| Cor. Does then the Tumult of theſe Slaves increaſe ? 
Emi. In full a thouſand Hands, and Thouſands more, 
WH heir naked Swords wave glittering in the Sky. 
Coſr. Tet let em only for a few more Moments 
Suſpend the Blow — I'll be beyond all fear of him. 

Emi. How, and why fo ? 

Coſr. Already is my faithful try'd Araxes, 
lown by my own Command to ſmite my Son. 
Emi. Aud could you thus? — For Heavens ſake revoke 
Ve dreadful fatal Sentcuce — \ 
Myſelf will go the Meſſenger of Mercy; 
Pive me the Royal Signet. 

Coſr. In vain you ask it 
m pleas'd at his Death ; it will be my Advantage. 
Emi. How much are you a loſing in a Moment? 
5 if you've forgot the Laws of gentle Nature; 
Ine Aft alone like this, cancels all good Ones. 
ray you take better Counſel. 

| Cofr. But Siroes is a Traytor. | 

| Emi. But yet that Siroes is ſure your Sn; 
1 Son that worthy of you, from your Vit ries, 
earn t how himſelf to triumph; Knew th Art ſo well, 
hat, "while he was yet a Child, a beardleſs Boy, 

fe grew the Darling, the Delight, the Hope, 

F mighty Coſroe's ſelf. 

| Coſr. What call you to my Mind? 

| Emi. And jet that Son, that ſame Heroick Son, 

| to be ſlain! —— Be ſlain! By whom ? — His Father ! 
| Coſr. Good Heav'ns I can hold out no longer; 

5 (Gives him the Signet. 
here take the Signet ; Go, and fly to ſave him. 
Emi. Againſt my Will 1 am return d again. 


PF 


To the enrag'd and murm ring Multitude. 1. 
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S CEN A III. 
Cos xo E, ed EMIR A. 


Emi. Rendi o Signore il Prence 
Al Popolo ſdegnato. 
Cor. Creſce dunque il tumulto? 
Emi. In mille deſtre e mille 
Splendono i nudi acciari. 
Caſr. Se ancor pochi momenti 
L' impeto ſi ſoſpende, Io pin nol temo. 
Emi. Perche ? 
Coſr. Gia il do Araſſe 
Corſe a ſyenar per mio commando il figl 
Emi. E poteſti cosi-———rivoca, oh Dio ! 
La ſentenza funeſta. 
Nunzio n' andro di tua pietade Io ſteſſo 
Porgimi il Regio impronto. 


Coſr. In van lo chiedi 
La ſua morte mi giova. 


Emi, Quanto perdi in un punto ! ah ſe ti ſcordi 
Le leggi di natura 


Un fatto ſol tutti i tuoi pregi oſcura, 
Deh con miglior conſiglio. 
Coſr. Ma Siroe è un Traditor. 
Emi. Ma Siroe è figlio, 
Figlio che di te degno 
Dalle paterne impreſe 
L' arte di trionfar ſi bene appteſe, 
Che fu bambino ancora 
La delizia di Cſroe, e la ſperanza. 
Coſr. Che mi rammenti? 
Emi. Ed or quel figlio iſteſſo, 
Quello s uccide! e chi 1 uccide? I! Padre! 
Coſr. Oh Dio pin non reſiſto. 
Prendi, vola a ſalvarlo. 


Emi. Io torno in vita. 


(Gli da! impranto Regio | 
SC ENA 


ö 


s ENA 1V. 
Ax Ass B, e detti. 


Emi. Araſſe ! Oh Ciel ! 
Coſr. Ah! che turbatp ha il Ciglio: 
Emi. Vive il Prence ? 
Araſ. Non vive. 
Emi. Oh, Siroe ! 
Cofr. Oh, Figlio ! 
Araſ. Ei cadde al primo colpo, e r alma grande 
Diſſe pria di partire 
Difendi il Padre, e poi fuggi dal "OP? 
Coſr. Deh ſoccorrimi Idaſpe, Io vengo meno. 
Emi. Tu barbaro, tu piangi! e chi l ucciſe? 
Moſtro di crudelta, furia d Averno 
| Vergogna della Perfia, odio del Mondo. 
Coſr. Cosi mi parla Idaſpe? 
Che mai ti feci? 
Emi. Empio che mi feceſti ? 
Lo Spoſo m' uccideftt : 
Per te Padre non ho, non ho pit Trono 
Io ſon la tua nemica; Emira lo ſono; 
Coſr. Che ſento !- 
Araſ. O meraviglia | 
Coſr. Adeſſo intendo 
Chi mi ſeduſſe il figlio. 
Emi, E ver, ma in vano 
Di ſedurlo tentai : Per mia vendetta 
| E per tormento tuo perfido il dico. 
Sappi, ch' ei ti difeſe 
Dall“ odio mio, ch' ei ti reco quel foglio ; 
| Che innocente mori, ch ogni ſoſpetto, 
Ch' ogni accuſa è fallace. ö 


Va penſaci, ſe puoi, ripoſa in pace. 


SI ACO E&, King of Perſia. 6 
$CENE Iv. 


ARAXES and the aforeſaid. 
Emir. Araxes ! What News now, ye Heav'ns ! 
Coſr. Ah ! what a Cloud of Troubles loads that Brow ?! 
Emir. And lives the Prince! | 
Arax. He is no more. 
Emi. Oh Siroes ! 
Coſ. Oh my Son! 5 5 i 
Arax. At the firſt Blow he fell, his great heroig Soul 
Faid, juſt before it parted from his Body, 
W Defend my Father; then it wing d away. 
Coſ. Hydaſpes, pray ſupport me, for 1 faint. 
Emi. Doeſt thou, Barbarian, weep ? Whom haſt thou 
murder d ? | 
Monſter of Cruelty, worſt of Hell's Furies, 
The Shame of Perſia, and the World's Abhorrence. 
Col. Thus talks to me Hydaſpes | 
What did I ever do of Harm to thee? A 
Emi. Moſt impious Man, What Harm?. what done to me? 
Nh, thou haſt kill d the Husband of my Boſom : 
That I've no Father I do owe to you ; 
That I've no Throne J owe alike to you : 
I am thy mortal Foe, I am Emira. 
Col. 1 bat do I feel within me? 
Arax. O Miracle! 
Col. Now, now, I underſtand it all : Lie 
I know who "twas, that ſo ſeduc d my Son. 
Emi. *Tis true, I try d, I labour d to ſeducs 
His wond'rous Virtue, but I try'd in vain : 
This [thought fit to tell you, faithleſs Man, 
Hoth for your Torment and my own Revenge. 
Know that he ſhielded you from my ſworn Hatred, 
Ent you that Paper: Know he dy d innocent, 
bat each Suſpicion, Accuſation s falſe ; 
90, think on, do, and get true Peace again. 


| 
| 


Y 


— 


fr 


— 
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DO. | 4 J Ling Or Perſia. 


" Cole. Araxes, leep ber for my Fury ; hee her in Chains. 
Arax. Moſt ready I obey. — 
[Takes Emira's Sword, and conduQs her off. 
Coſr. Where am 1? What muſt become of me ? 
Peace I can hope for never: 
My Vaſſals are my Fes; Fortunes my fer Oppoſer, 
Ev'n Heav'n has not one happy Star for me, 
And I'm myſelf my own worſt Enemy. 


I feel from my poor Hearr, that pants with Pain, 
The parting Blood run cold thro? ev'ry Vein. 
Bloodleſs and pale the Ghoſt, 
Of my ſlain Son ſeems to appear; 
My freeAng Faculties are loſt, 
In ſhiv'ring Agonies of Fear. 
But ſtill, to give me greater Smart, 
I ſce how cruel I have provid, 
To a juſt Soul that Truth and Honour loy'd; 
To a brave, innocent, and loyal Heart. 


SCENTS v. 


A RAXES and Emir a, Priſoners without Guards. 


a” 


Emi What would'ft thou have, that art an impious King's 
More impions Miniſter ? P erhaps you'd murder me! 
Arax. No; live illuſtrious Princeſs, and preſerve 

Tourſelf for your lov'd Spouſe. —Still Siroes lives. 
Emi. How! 
' Arax. Why, I accepted of the dire Commiſſion, 
To be his Executioner ; but twas to ſave him. 
Emi. Let's go. But here Medarſes comes! 
| Arax. Nay, be not ſtartled; I'll withdraw, 4. you 
Jo find out the Deſigns of this falſe Prince. 
l Take Courage, and give no room to fear. 


Emi. My Courage and my Confidence is in you. 
[Exit Araxes. 


SCENE 
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Coſr. Serba Araſſe al mio ſdegno, 
Ma fra ceppi coſtei, 
Araſ. Pronto ubbidiſco. Þ _ 
[ Toglie la ſp ada ad Emira, e Ia conduce ſecs: 
Coſr. Ove *e che m' avvenne! | 
Pace non ſpero : 7-2 I 
Ho nemici i Vaſſalli 
Ho la ſorte nemica : I! Cielo iſteſs 
Aſtri non ha per me, che ſian felici - 
Ed Io ſono il peggior de” miei nemici: 


Gelido in ogni vena 
Scorrer mi ſento il ſangue 
F 

Del figlio eſangue 

M' ingombra 

Di terror. 

E per maggior mia pena 
Veggio che fui crudele 
A un anima fedele 

A un innocente Cor. 


. 1 N 1 * ; SED = 
. ——ů - 
— — — — 4 
: * 


Gelido, Cc. [Parte 
SCENA V. 


Azasss, ed EM IAA Prigioniera ſenza Guardie. 


Emi, Che vuoi d* un empio Re pit reo Miniſtro 

orſe ſrenarmi? 

Araſ. No vivi, e ti ſerba 

Zuſtre Principeſſa al tuo gran Spoſo, 
zr0e * ancor. | | 
Emi. Come | of 
| 4raf, La cura 

) ucciderlo accettai, ma per ſalvarlo. 

_ Andiamo. Ah vien Medarſe. | 
Araſ. Non sbigottirti, Io pattiro, tu reſta 

diſegni a ſcoprir del Prence infido 

ati non temer. ä io 

Eni. Di te mi fido. | [Parte Araſſe: _ 


Di ſofſrir ! ira voſtra. A che mi giova * 


SI RO E, Re d Perſia, | 
S ENA VL 


„ Wa; 
EulR A, e MEDaARSE. 


Med. Tutto è in tumulto Hdaſpe, 
Emi. (Ignota ancor gli ſon) dunque ne andiamo 
Ad opporci a' ribelli. 
Med. Altro ſoccorſo F 
Chiede il noſtro periglio, a Stroe Io vado. 
Emi. E liberar vorreſti 
L' indegno autor de noſtri Mali? 
Med. Eh tanto 
Stolto non ſon, corro a ſvenarlo. 
Emi. Inteſi, 
Che gia Siroe mori 
Med. Eſtinto o vivo 
Siroe trovar mi giova. 
Emi. Io ti precedo. 
De tuoi diſegni avrai 1 
1daſpe eſcutor (ſcoperſi aſſai.) [ Parte Emita 
Med. Benche tinta del ſangue fraterno 
La corona non perde ſplendor ;- 
Quella colpa che guida ſul Trono 
Sfortunata non trova perdono 


Ma felice; fi chiama valor. | 
| Benche, &c. [Parts 


SCENA VII 


Lauogo anguſto, e racchiuſo nel Caſtello deſtinato per cam 
| a Siroe. 


81A O2, e foi EMIR A: 


Sir. Son ſtanco ingiuſti Numi 
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SCENE” vl. 


E MIR A and Mzpansrs., 


Med. Hydaſpes, 3 Faction is up in Arms. U 
Emi. (I'm ſtill unknown to him) why then let's go | 
Make head againſt the Rebels. 
Med. Our Danger claims another 1 * . 
To Siroes I'm going. | - \ + 
Emi. And would 7 thou free —— 
The unworthy Author of theſe mighty Mi 2 ! 
Med. No Not ſo unwiſe as that, | 
I fly to his Deſtruftion, run to kill him. 
Emi. I underſtood but now 
That Siroes ts already ſlain. 1 
Med. Dead or alive : 
I muſt find Siroes. A | 1 
Emi. TI go before. ; | 
Hydaſpes [ball in Execution put | 
All your Defigns (I have enough di ns 2:2 
Exit Emira. 


| Med. Tho e d ober | 
With Brother's Gore; 
The Luſtre of the Crown is old pall'd, 
When Thrones are ſtruck at, on the luckleſs 


— — 
— 
4 


ait. 


2 Our Pardon never we beſtow, (Blow 
But till the Lucky one is Valour call d. if 

© [Exit 

arc SCENE VIE * 


4 


A Priſon within the Callle Jef gn'd for Siroes. 


SIROES and afterwards EM IR A. 


Sir. Im weary'd out, ye inj ring Deities, 
With all the Loads of Wrath you lay upon me. 


What boots it me i have Innocence and Virtue? 
If the Juſt fall, and Traytors are exalted; 
If thus Aſtrea holds her boaſted Ballance 

On ſuch a Poize ; if Mens Deſerts are built, 
Either Chance rules, or Innocence is Guilt, 


Doom'd by bard Stars to die! 
Not one appears in juſt Defence 
Of my much injur'd Innocence; 
Pye no Adieu from one kind pitying Eye. 
Bord' ring I ſtand upon Death :s dreadful Shade; 
And each to my unhappy Lot betray'd, 
Muſt either Rebel-Traytors grow, 
| Or drop in Silence to the Shades below. 
Ange Doom d, Oc. 


Emi. Araxes, you've not deceiv'd me; my Lord lives. 

Sir. Aud thro' ſuch Guards, that keep ſo ftrift a Watch, 
Has fair Emira found her Way to nen 

Emi. This Royal Signet was my Paſsport to you. 


SCENE VII. 


M EDARSES, and the aforeſaid 


Med. Be not afraid, true Friends, the King has ſent me. 
Emi. O ye Deities ! 
Med. Hydaſpes here! And come without your Sword 
To aft in my $76 ae ? 
Emi. Juſt at my Entrance, 
The Guards diſarm'd me of it. 
(o wou'd Araxes come ) [Looking thro” the Scenes. 
Sir. Once more, Medarſes, coming to inſult ne? 
In what far Corner of the Earth can I 


5 Conceal vi el from thee 7, „ 4 


Med. Be filent, or you're dead. | Draws his Sword: 
Emi. Mere Death's too light a Pain for one ſo guilty : 
h { wiſh | him dead. — I ou know be is my Enemy, 
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Innocenza e virtù? s' opprime il giuſto, | 
8' inalza il Traditor. ſe i merti Umani 


Cosi bilancia Aſtrea, a 
O regge il caſo, o I Innocenza è Rea? 


Deggio morir o ſtelle ! 
Ne all' Innocenza mia 
V” e chi contento dia | | 
Ne chi dia pace. is | 
Io ſon vicino a morte ; = 
E ogn' un nella mia forte | 
O moſtraſi rubelle * 
O pur ſi tace. R * 
fe Deggio, Cc. 
| | | 
Emi. Araſſe non ment1 : vive il mio bene. 
Sir. Ed Emira fra tanti | 
Rigoroſi cuſtodi a me fi porta? 


Emi, Queſt” impronto Real fu la mia ſcorta. 


SCENA VIII. 
Mztvarss, e detti. 


Med. Non temete o miei fidi, il Re m' invia. 
Emi. (O Numi! ) | 
Med. Idaſpe è qui ! ſenza il tuo brando 

Ti porti in mia difeſa? 

Emi. In ſu l' ingreſſo 

Me l' tolſero i cuſtodi. 

( Giungefle Araſſe.) [Guardando per la Sena. 
Sir. Ad inſultarmi ancora | 
ut vien Medarſe! E in qual remoto lido | 

Poſſo celarmi a te ? 


Med. Taci o t' uccido. |  [Snuda la Spada. 


ord: Emi. E lieve pena, a un Reo | 
y La ſollecita Morte: Il bramo eſtinto ; 


Eg 
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Tu ſai ch' è mio nemico, e che ſtringendo 
Contro di me fin nella Reggia il ferro 
Quaſi a Morte mi traſſe. 
Sir. E tanto ho da ſoffrir? ; 
Em. ( Giungefle Araſſe!) (Guardando per la Scena. 
Sir. E ldaſpe, è cos infido - 
Che unito a un Traditor —— 
Med Taci o t uccido. *' 
Sir. Uccidimi crudel : tolga la Morte 
Tanti oggecti penoſi a gli occhj miei. 
Emi. Dammi quel ferro, Io ſvenerò “ indegno; 
Io ſvellerò quel Core; Io ſolo, Io ſolo 
Baſto di tanti a vendicar gli olttaggi. 
Sir. A queſto ſegno N 
Ti ſon odioſo? 
mi. Or lo vedrai ſuperbo, 
Se ſperi alcun riparo 


# 


| 


Difenditi mia vita, ecco I' acciaro. 
| Da la Spada a Siroe, 
Med. Che fai? che dici Idaſpe? e mi tradiſci © 
Quando a te m' abbandono ? 


Eni. Non più, non ſono Idaſpe; Emira Io ſono, 


( Che ſara? ) 

Med. Traditori; . 
Verranno ad un mio grido 
I cuſtodi a punir — 

Sir. Taci, o t' uccido. 


SCENA IX. 
AraASSE, con Guardie e detti. 
Araſ. Vieni Siroe. 
Med, Ah difendi 
Araſſe il tuo Signor. 


Araſ. Siroe ditendo. 
Med. Ah! perfido. 


SI RO Es, King of Perſia. 73 


And that drawing his Sword within the Palace Walls, 
He d like to have occafion d my Deſtruction. 
Sir. And have 1 ſtill ſo much to ſuffer ! 
Emi. (O would Araxes come / ) | 
[Looking again thro' the Scenes; 
Is And is Hydaſpes ſo unfaithful too, 
That joining with a YaYtOr —— 
Med. Be filent, or you're dead. 
Sir. Why kill me then, thou cruel Mortal, kill me: 
Let Death take from my Eyes theſe vexing Objetts. 
Emi. Give me the Sword, I] ſtab the —— Wretch, 
Tl open lay the Secrets of that Heart, 
J, I alone can vindicate the Wrongs, 
He has to ſuch a Number of great Perſons done. 
Sir. As I ftand thus your Mark, 
Am I ſo odious to you ? 
Emi. Now you ſhall ſee this proud and haughty Man, 
If ever you have any Hopes of Safety ———— 
My Life, defend yourſelf, —and take this Sword 
|  [ Gives Siroes the Sword. 
Med. What doſt thou ſay! what Act Hydaſpes! 
Doeſt thou betray me, when 1 put my ſelf 
Wholly within thy Power ? 
Emi. No more; Im not Hydaſpes, No, I am Emira, 
( What will this come to?) 
| Med. Traytors | at but a fingle Call of mine, 
You” I ſee the Guards ruſh in to puniſh. 
Sir. Be filent, or thou rt dead. 


Oe. 


. 


S C EE :-£X. 
Araxes with Guards, and the aforeſaid. 


Arax. Come Siroes. 

Med. A Guard, Araxes, Guard your Sov reign Lord. 
 Arax. The Ne I defend, is Siroes. 

Med. 4. the per fidious Man ! 


* 


dra 
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Arax. The City all depends upon thy Nod, ¶ To Siroes. 
Now let us go; *tis Time that you ſhould comfort 

So many loyal Souls with your wiſh'd Preſence. 

[Exit Araxes, the Guards remain. 


SCENE X. 


Siroes, EM IAA, and MEDARSEs. 


Med. Good Heavens, every living Man deſerts me ! 
Emi Together let us go, my deareſt Lord; 
be Gift of friendly Fortune's not too ſure. 
8 Follow my Steps, they lead you to a Throne. 
Sir. And is it true, thou Idol of my Soul, 
S Thas thou art not my Enemy? Good gods, 
bat racking Pain it was to think thee faithleſs ! 
Emi. And could ſt thou ever doubt of my Fidelity? 
Sir. Thy Pardon, beauteous fair One, 

Fe ſeen my Stars ſo much conſpire againſt me, 
That, where my Sorrows could be greater made, 
J thonght Impoſſibilities themſelves 
I Might become piſſible, to hurt my Peace. 


Emi. No, no, I neer can bid adieu - 
To the Love I have for you ; 
Think not ſo, my charming Youth, 
Whoſe dear Eyes command my Truth: 
Think not ev'n I can diſguiſe, 
Or make Mock-love to thoſe dear Eyes: 
Ye ever were, and ſtil! ye are, 
My darling Flame, my fav'rite Care ; 
And ever, ever ſhall ye be, | 
Deareſt Eyes, moſt dear to me ; 
Exer be my Soul's Deſire, 
Tilt Life is fled, and I expire. 

No, no, Cc. 


SCENE 
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Araſ. Dipende 
La Città dal tuo cenno. Andiam ; 1 


Con la preſenza tua tant alme fide. 
| Parte Araſſe, e reſtano le Guardie. 


SE 


StROE, EMIRA, e MEDARSE; 


Med. Numi! ogn' un m' abbandona. 
Emi. Andiamo, o caro, 
Dell' amica fortuna 
Non ſi traſcuri il dono. 
Siegui i miei paſſi, ecco la via del Trono. 
Sir. E pur vero Idol mio 
Che non mi ſei nemica! Oh Dio! che pena 
Il crederti infedele. 
Emi. E tu poteſti 
Dubitar di mia fe? 
Sir. Perdona o cara 
Tanto in odio alle ſtelle oggi mi vedo, 
Che per mio danno ogni impoſſibil credo. 


[ a Siroe. 


Emi. Ch lon mai vi poſſa 
Laſciar d' amare 
Non lo credete 
Pupille care, 

Ne men per gioco 
V' ingannero 

Val foſte, e fiete 
Le mie faville, 

E voi ſarete 

Care pupille 

Il mio bel foco 
Fin ch' io vivrò. 
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Ch' Io, Cc. 
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Tx KS MzvDanxie, e Guardie 


Med. Siroe, gil ſo qual ſorte 
Sovraſti a un traditor. Piu della pena 
Mi ſgomenta il delitto: Al ſoglio aſcen i 
Svenami pur, ſenza difeſa or ſono. 


Sr. Prendi ; vivi, t' abbraccio, e ti perdono. | 
[Gli rende la Spada. 


4 


Se amor tuo mi rendi, 

Se più fedel ſarai, 

Son vendicato eſſai N 
Piu non deſio da te. r 
Sorte pil bella attend! 

Spera Pit pace al Core, 

Or ch' al ſentier d' onore 

Volgi di nuovo il pie. 

if Se l, Cc. C Parte con le Cuardie. 


S'C E N - — 


ME DARASE, e LAO DICE. 
1 
Med. Ah con mio danno imparo, 
Che la pin certa guida & I Innocenza; 
| Lad. (Entra.) Quivi aperto è ogni paſſo is 
Siroe non ve Medarſe ſol qui trovo 
Il ſuo pin fier nemico: Ah! forſe o Numi 
L' Innocente peri- 
Med. Bella t' inganni, 
Se il ſuo nemico in me veder tu credi 
ll; Jo dal Germano appreſi 
D' eſſer giuſto ed umano. 
Lao. Ove fi trova? - 


ee 
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SCENE XI. 


SiRots, MEDarsSEs, and Guards, | 


* o 


Med. I know, O Siroes, the Fate | 
1 muſt expect from you. = : if 
But, O] my Crime pains more than any Puniſhment. | 
Now mount the Throne, and ſtraight revenge yourſelf, 


For Vm defenceleſs now. 
Sir. Take back your Sword, and live. 


I thus embrace, and heartily forgive ou. 


Reſtore me but your Love 4 
Yourſelf more faithful prove; | 

I'll think myſelf enough reveng'd, | 

And ask of you no more. | 

I hope, with Pleaſure, you will wait ö 
An eaſier Mind and better Fate, | 
And that you'll tread, though long eſtrang'd, 
The Paths of Honour oer. 


Po 
SCENE XI. 


MEDaArSEs and LAoDICEA. 


Med. Now to my Coft I find, 
That Man's moſt certain Guide is Innocence. ; 
Enter Lao. — Here every Paſs is open, | 
But here's no Siroes ; I find alone | 
Medarſes here, his greateſt Enemy. 1 | 
O Heav'n ! perhaps the Innocent is fallen. | | 
Med. / you think me my Brother's Enemy, | 
Fair One, you're much deceiv'd ; 
Ive learn'd from him both to be juſt and human. | 
Lao. Pray what's become of hin? | 


* 


gt ' 
. 
* 


| | 


—— 


0 feels the Bleſſ ings of a peaceful Conſcience. 


— 


| — 's 
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Med. Araxes ſav'd his Life, 


f And gave him to the People who defied him. 
Hydaſpes is diſcover'd, 
Il 4nd proves to be at laſi his loving ld Emira: 


Lao. O Heav ns! Emira! 


| | Then all my Hopes are vaniſh'd ; they're ſtruck dead. 


Med. Laodicea, 


3. comforted, and let us go together 
WT obtain a Pardon for our paſt Offences ; 
| J you've a Lover loſt, T hoſe a Throne. 


Lao. He, who confides in Crimes, is loſt entirely, 


IV Fortune proves his Enemy : But be, 


50 places all his Confidence in Virtue, 
„for a While, he ſtrives with adverſe Fate, 


Torrents, increas'd by Floods and Rains; 
If they that Tribute loſe, 

And melting Ice no more increaſe 

The ſwelling Wave, and wrinkled Face, 
It fails, and leaves its Ooze. 

But, when a pure untainted Stream 
From limpid Springs is bred, 

Tho Tides ſhould all their Aid * 

It never can its Current loſe, 
But ſhining ſhews its Bed. 


SCENE XIII. 
The great Temple of Seleucia. 


t the Opening of the Scene, a Skirmiſh between the 
put to Flight. 


os RoESs, EMIR A, and SrxroOEs, one after the 


other, with drawn Swords; then AR Ax ES with 
all the People. Cos RO Es defending himſelf 
againſt ſome of the Conſpirators, falls. 


If] Col. And yet I am not conquer'd, 


Emir. Friends, hold your Hands : *Tis mine to deal 


that Blow: Sir; 


| (Exit 


Rebels and the Royal Guards, who are routed and 
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Med. Lo tolſe Araſſe a Morte | 
E al Popol, che lo vuol, ſalvo lo rende; 
E in Idaſpe fi ſcuopre Fe 
 Emira di lui amante. 
Laod. Emira! Oh Dio: 
Dunque ſmatrita ogni mia ſpeme Io ſcorgo: 
Med Ti conſola o Laodice; e uniti andiamo 
Del fallir noſtro, ad impetrar perdono; 
Se tu perdi un amante ; Io perdo un Trono. 
Lao. Chi fi fida alla colpa | 
Se nemico ha il deſtino, il tutto perde ; 
Chi alla virtu s' affida, | 
Benchè provi la ſorte ognꝰ or funeſta 
Pur la pace dell' alma almen gli reſta. 


Torrente ereſciuto 

Per torbida piena, 

Se perde il tributo | 
Del gel che ſi ſcioglie 
Fra l' aride ſponde 

Piu 1 onda non ha. 
Ma il fiume che nacque 
Da limpida vena, 

Se privo è dell' acque 
Che il verno raccoglie 

Il corſo non perde | 
Piu chiaro fi fa. Torrente, &c. { Parte. 


SCENA XII. 
Gran Tempio di Seleucia. | 
Nell aprir della Scena fi vede una Miſchia tra Ribeli e le 
Guardie Reali, le quali ſono rincalxate, e fuggono. 


Cosror, Emir a, e SIR O r, F uno dopo I altro con 
Jpada nuda ; indi ARASSE contutto il Popolo; Co s- 
R o E diſendendoſi da alcuni congiurati, cade. 


000. Vinto ancor non ſon To. 
Emi, Arreſtatevi amici, il colpo è mio. 


* 
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Sir. Ferma Emira. Che fai ? Padre ſon teco: 
Non temer. 
Emi. Em pio ciel! | d 
Cof. Figlio tu vivi? 
Sir. Io vivo, e poſſo ancora 
| Morir per tua difeſa. 


Coſ. E chi fu mai, 
Che ſerbo la tua vita? 
Araſ. Io la ſerbai. 


SCE N A Ultima. 
MEDpARSE, LAO DICE, e detti. 


Med. Padre. 

Lao. Signor. 

Med. Del mio fallir ti chiedo 
II Perdono, o la pena. 

Lao. Anch Io ſon rea; 
Vengo al Giudice mio; I incendio acceſo 
In gran parte 10 deltai. 

Coſ. Siroe & I offeſo. | 

Sir. Nulla Siroe rammenta ; e tu mio el 
Deponi al fin lo ſdegno. Ah! mal s' uniſce 
Con la Nemica mia, la mia diletta. 
O ſcordati di amore, o di vendetta. 

Emi. Piu reſiſter non poſſo: Io con I eſempio 
Di fi bella virtù ! odio abbandono. 

Coſ. E perche quindi il Trono 

Sia per voi di piacer ſempre ſoggiorno 
Siroe ſara tuo ſpoſo | : 


4 
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Sir. Stay, ſtay, Emira : What wouldſt do? — My Father, 
ear not, for I am with you. 
Emi, Unequal Heaven 
Coſr. What, is my Son then living ! 

Sir. I live indeed, and J am able ſtill 

To dye defending you. 
Coſr. And who was he, that ſav'd our Life ? 
Arax. That He, was I, — 1 av d him. 


The laſt SCENE: 
MEepDarsEs, LAODICE a, and the aforeſaid. 


Med. Father ! 


N 
1 My Liege Lord ! 
Med. I come for all my paſt Offences, 
To ask my Pardon, or my Puniſhment. 
Lao: I too am guilty, ; 
And come for Judgment here; the greateſt Share 
In blowing up this Fire, at Court, was mine. 
Coſr. The offended Perſon is my Siroes. 
Sir. But Siroes has no Memory of Ils, 
And you, my dear Emira, | 
Suffer your Rage to be at length appeas'd : 
Ill fuit the Names of Love and Enmity, 
O quit your Lowe, or ceaſe to be revengeful. 
mi. I can no more reſis; the fair Example 
Of ſuch great Virtue quite diſarms my Hatred. 
Coſr. Therefore, from this Day forward, let the Throne 


Be to you both a ſoft Retreat of Pleaſure. 
Siroes ſhall wed thee. 


and 5 Auſpicious Day ! 
Sir, 
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" Bn? My Heart did bid me hope for Reſt, 

And bear with Love's Alarms, 

For ſoon he'd claſp me to his Breaſt, 

And ſtrain me in his Arms. 

He, who would overcome in Love, 
Thro' Conſtancy muſt pain ; 

For he ſhall ne'er the Pleaſure prove, 
Who will not bear the Pain. 


Coſr Perſia, ſee here your King! 
From my own Head I take the Royal Crown, 
Ard place it thus, on his: Tir d out, at laſt, 


J willingly refign it: 
And he, whoſe great Abilities to help you, 
Da, from his Youth, have known, is better able 


Fo bear it now, than I am. 


N 


S1 RO ES, King of Porfia, 


PA fa Tjco oo cm 


SI ROE, Re di Perſia. 


Emi. La mia ſperanza 
Diceva al core 
Soffri le pene 
Che il caro bene 
Poi nel ſuo ſeno 
Ti ſtringera. po. 
Con la coſtanza 
Si vince amore 
E chi non ſoffre 


Non godera. | 
La mia, &c. 


Coſ. Ecco Perſia il tuo Re. Paſſi dal mio 
Su quel crin la corona ; Io ſtanco al fine 
Volontier la depongo. Ei che a giovarvi 
Fu da primi anni intelo 
| Sapra con piu vigor ſoffrirne il peſo. 

Coſ. Pone la corona ſul capo di S:roe. 


Cm 8 


Dolciſſimo amore 
Ogn' alma ogni core 
Tu inviti a goder ; 
Teſor della vita - 
delizia infinita 
Immenſo piacer. 


Fine dell Opera. 


